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Enter King Richard , Iohn of 
Gaunt , with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 



King Richard. 'V 

(y. i u* V \ . 

Ldc Iohn of Gaunt-, time honoured Lancafier , 
Haft thou according to thy oth and band. 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy boldfon. 
Here to make good the boiftrous late appeal 
Which then our leilure wold notlet vs here, 
Againft the Dukeof Norfolke, Tho\ Mm, 
Gaunt, I haue my Liege. 

King. T ell me moreoucr, haft thou founded him 
If heappeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Or worthily, as a good fubied: fhould, 

On fome knowne ground of treachcrie in him i 
Gaunt , As neare as I could fift him on that argument. 

On fomeapparant dangerfeenein him, 

Aimde at your Highnetfc; no inueterate malice. 

King, Then call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow our fellies willhearc 
The accufer, and the accufed freely fpcake : 

Hie ftomackt are they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe asthefea, hafticas fire. 










Enter KuUingbnkc , and Mowbray, 



Bulling. Many yeares of happie dales befall 
My giacious Soueraigne, myraoft louing Liege, 

A i Mm , 








Mew. Each day ftift better othersLappineftc, 

V mill the Heaucns enuying Earths good happe, 
Adde in immortall title to your Crowne. 

King, Wethankeyon both; yet one but flatters rs. 
As well appeareth by the caufe you comej 
Namely,to appealeeach other of higlitreafoa. 
Coofm of Hereford, what dol| thou obicbk 









BhL Firft (heauen be the record to my fpcech) 

In the deuotion of a Subieds loue, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appeallant to this Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray, do I turne to thee 5 
Andmarke my greeting well : for what I fpeake, 

My body lhallmake good vpon this earth, 

Or my diuine foule anlwcrc it in heauen. 

Thou art aTraitour,and a mifereant j 
Too good to befo, and too bad toliuc : 

Since the more faire and chrillall is theskic, 

The vglier feerne the clouds that in it flie. 

Once more, the more toagrauate the note. 

With a foule traitors name ftuffelthy throate. 

And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tong {’peaks, my right draw nc (word may prone* 
Alow, Let not my cold words here accufe my zeale, 

Tis not the triall ol a womans warre. 

The bitter clamor of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe betu ixt vs twainc : 

The blood is hot that muft becoold for this, 

Ter can I not of iuch tame patience boaft, 

As to be hufht and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the faire reuerencc of your highnefte curbs rat, 
From giuing reynes andfpurs to my free fpeech. 

Which elfe would poft vntill it had returnd 
Thefe tearmes of treafon doubled downe his throatj 
Setting afidc his high bloods royalty.- 
And let him be no kiriftnan to my Liege,. 



a 



X 



Sicixtr&tfoSemd* - 

I doe defiehim, andfpit at him? . 

Call him a flaundeious Coward and a Viffita*. 

Which tomaibtaind^Ilvould ailoW-huivods, 

And rneete him, were S tide fo runne a footej 
EuenTo the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
oTany other groUndrnhabttdble, 

Where euer Englifl* man dur ft fet his footc. 

Meant tune, let this defend my loyaltie, 

Bv all my hopes, moft falfely d©th be lief - 

v u i pale trembling CowardjfhereTthro^-mygage? 

Declaiming here the kindred of a king," ^ [ 1 - ^ * 
And lay afide my high bloods royaltie; 



By that, and alt tne rites or <uHgnu»~u 
Will I makegood againft thee ar met oar me, < 

What I haueipokc, orwhat thou canlt deuile. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that Sword I Sweare, 

Which gently lai^my-Knighthood onmy Ihoulder, 
Ileanlweretheein any faire degree .'- 7 

Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly mail 
And when I mount aliue, atiue may 1 not light* 

If I betraitour,or vniuftly fight. . 

King. What doth our Coofm lay to Mowbraies charge? 
It muft be great that can inherit vs, 

Somuchasofathoughtofillinhim. ■ 

-Bui. Looke what 1 laid, my life lhall prooueitmtc, 
That Mowbray hath receiudeightthoufand Nobles, 

In name of lendings, for your Highnefte Souldiours 1 
The which hehath detaindforleawdimploymentisj 
Like afalfeTraitourandiniurious Villaine. 

Belidesl fay, and will in.battaileprooue, 

Or heere, or elfe where, to the furtheft V erge . 

Thatreuer was furueyed by Englilh eye, 

That all the treafons for thefe Eighteene yeat'CSi 
Gomplotted and contriued in this Land, 

"Fprrlif from falfe Mowbray, their firfthcad and fpring. 
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* rrv « 7 

Further I fay, and further will maintain®, 

V pon his badiife to make all this good, 

That he did plotte the Duke of Glofters death, 

6uggeft his loonebclecuingaduerfaries. 

And confequently like a T raitour Coward, 

°u h j ™ ,0 ? cn 'f D “ le trough flreames of blood. 
Which blood, like facrificiog Abels^ cries, 

Euen from the tongucleire Cauems of the earth 
To me for iufticc, and rough chaftifement: * 

And by the glorious worth of my difeent, 

This arme (hall do it, or this life be fpent. 

King, How high a pitch his rcfoluiion foares i 
Thomas of Norfolkc, whatfayft thou to this? 

Mow. Oh let my Soueraigne turn® away his. fece* M 
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, >; - 

Till lhauc told this (launder of his bloodi' 

How God, and good men, hatefo foulcalyer. - 

King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and cares ; 
Werehemy Brother-, nay, my kmgdomesHeire, ? 

As he is but my fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters aw e.I njake a vow. 

Such neighbour neerenes to: our facred blood. 

Should nothingpriuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmenelTcof my vprightfoulc ; 

Heis ourfubieft Mowbray, (bart thou, 

Free fpcech and fearclelfe I to thee allow. 

UWow. Then Bttllingbrooke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the falfepallage ofthy throat thou lieft: 

Throe parts of that receipt I had for Caliicc, 
Disbur&Ltohis highnefle Souldiers; 

The other part referu'd I, by confent. 

For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 

V pon remainder of a deere account, 

Since lad 1 went to Trance to fetch his Queene : 

Now fwalJow downe that lie. For Gloceflers death ; 

I (lew him nor,buttomineowne difgrace 
Neglected my (wWne duty in that cafe: 

FdtyoU^iy nbbk Lord of Lancafler, 

? 5;rh ‘>-' ’ ? A The 



Xich/trA theStcend* 

The honourable Father to my foe. 

Once did llay anambufh for your life i 
1 did confetTe it, and exa^lybegd 

VDon this ouerwccningT raitors foote 2 
In haft whereofomoft hartily I pray .. 

Your hiahnede to afflgne our mail day, 

Y ic4 8 Wrath kindled Gentleman, be rulcdby foe, 

Lets pvrgethis choler without letting bloud, 

This we preferibe, though no Phfotion . 

Decpe malice makes too deepe rnCifion , f 

3 Forget,forgiue-, conclude, and be agreed 

Our Doctors fay, this is no month to bleed. 

Good Vnckle,let this end where it begunne-, 
r Weelecalme theDukeof Norfolk?, youy our fonne.. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace, foaUbecome myag^.^ 

Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke ofNorfolks ga D e, 
Kino. And Norfolkc, throw downe his. 

Gaunt. When Harrie, when? obedience bids, 

Obedience bids I (hould not bid agame. . 

Kino. Norfolk?-) throw downe we bid, there is no boote. 
Mow. My felfe I throw (dread foueraigne; at thy foot© 
My life thou (halt commaund, but not my (hame : 

The one my dutie owes 5 but my faire name. 



I am difgrafr, impeacht, and baffuld hcefe 
Pier ft to the foule with (launders venomd fpearc/ 
(The which no balmccan cure, but his heart Wood 







TheTragedte of , r 
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Which brewhd tliis poy/on. JO ■'vbnl^l 
Kwg. Rage rnuft • ''.‘i’ . , 

AS 'T V &^ e i Ll011 i S ^ftkcL( V )p. <5r d, tan]e4 

Andl’tr 1 C *' b ^ no ^ge h#5.<pots;take but nay jW' 
And i rehgnemy gage, my dearedeareLord. * * 

The purelr trcalpre mortall times affoord, '"'1 

Is ipotlcfle reputation, that away* 

Mcnarcbutguildedloame,andp a intedCiay; 

Aiewellmatennet niesbard vnGhed < 

^ab^Spirittha^aUBSrn 

Mme Honour^nvyJifejboth grow in <W • ‘ 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. ; / 
i hen (dearc my Liege) mine Honour let the try. 

In that I -Jitter and f or that will I die. ; ' 7 '. \ 



fj Sc^A frWW^ojibtgin. 

chnxr° ° ^ d f:nd«y foule (romfyeh 4«epe finne, ,7 
bhall I feeine.Greft-faJlen in my fathers /ightii", 

Or wuh pale begger-face impeach my bight, ' r 

Beiore this out-dardedaftard* ^remytmigue J 

Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found i° baec a parlee,my teach (hall teare * ZZl 
I he flauifii motiue of recanting feare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where fhamedothharbour, eucn mMowbraiesface, , 

txn r C Were ’ n?>t ' boruc but tocommands 1 . 

VVlucl^ ft nee we canno.t doe, to make you friends. . r 

Be ready (as your life /hall anfwere it) 

At C ox-entrte ypon Saint Lombards day : 

There lhailyour Swords and Launces arbitrate 
Ihe iwcllingdiffercnce ofyour fetlcd hate : 

Sincewecannot attoneyou,you (ballfee 
Iullicedefigncthe Vidors chiualric. 

Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes, 

He readic to direftthefe home all armes. Exit, 



. 

E»t*r Ichn of Gaunt,, with the Dxtcbtffe of Glsctfer. 
Grnnx. Alas, the part I had inWooddocks blood, < 
-Uotli mote folicite me, then your exelairses, 

To 



Richard the Second, 

To ftirreagainft the Butchcrsof hislife. 

But fincc correftion lyeth ip thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot correft. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heaUen } 

Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth. 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades. 

Dutcbejfe, Finds Brotherhood in thee no fharper fpur r 
Hathlouein thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one, 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen aredryed by Natures courfc * 

Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord,my life, my Glocefter , 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

One flourilhing Branch of his mod Royall roote 
Is craft, and all the precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxe. 

Ah Garnt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 

That mettall, that felfe mould that fafhioned thee, 

Made him a man : and though thou liu eft and breatheft. 
Yet art thou llaine in him $ thou doft confept 
In fome large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Dilpaire, 

In fuffenng thusthyBrother to be flaughtred j 
Thou (hewed che naked path-way to thy life. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in meane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

What (hall I fay ? tofafegard thine owne life. 

The beft wayis,to vengemy Gloceflers deatji. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 
Hisdeputieannoyntcd in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death,; the which if wrongfully. 

Let Heauen reuenge, for I may neu.cr lift 

B Ar 




TbeTrageate oj 

An angrie arme againft his mtnifter* 

Dm. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe ? 
gaunt. T o God, the Widovves Champion and defence 
Dutc. Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Couentrie, there to behold 
Our Coolin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords .Speare, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbrayes breaft. 

Orif misfortune miife the firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies linnes fo heauie in his bofome, 

That they may breake his foming Courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A CaytifFc recreant to my Coolin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy foinetimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt . Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentrie : 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with me* 

Dutch , Yet one word more; griefe bound eth where it faJs 
Not with the emptie hollownefte, but weight: 

1 take my leaue before I hauebegunne, 

Forforrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorke j 
Loe this is all : nay yet depart not fo. 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly goe» 

1 lhall remember more : Bidd him * ah what? 

With all good fpeed atPlafhie vifite me. 

Alackc and what (hall good old Yorke there fee. 

But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnifhtwalles, 

Vnpeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones j 

And what heare there for welcome, but my grones? 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke outforrow, thatdwels euery where 5 
Defolate, defolate will I hence and die : 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping eye. Exeunt , 

Enter t he Lord Marfhall and the Duke Aumcrle . 

Mar. MyLordu^Jyzwer/f, is Harry Herford armde?: 
tsfumrle. Yea at all points, and longs toenter in. 

Mtr, 



Bichat the Second. 

Mar. ThcDuke of Norfolkc fprightfully and bold, 
Staies but the fummohs of the appellants trumpet* 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prcpard,and Itay 
For nothing but his Maieftics approach* 

The trumpets found , and the King enters with hisNobles : when 

they are fet,enter the Duke of Norfolkein armes defendant. 

Ktng. Marfhall, demaund of yonder Champion, 

The caufe of his arriuallhecre in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings,fay who thou art, 
And why thou commeft thus Knightly clad in armes ? 
Againft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake truely on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath. 

As fo defend thee heauenand thy valour. 

Mow. Myname is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 
Who hither comeingaged by my oatn, 

(Which God defend a Knight fhould violate) 

Both to defend my loyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceeding illue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appeales mec. 

And by thegraceofGod,and this mine armc. 

To proouc him in defending of my felfe, 

A T ray tor to my God, my King, and mee: 

Arid as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

The Trumpets found , enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour * 

King. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to our law, 

Depofc him in theiuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,& wherfore comft thou hithe* 
Before King Richard in his Royall lifts? 

Againft whom comeft thou ? and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heauen, 

B 1 Bui. 
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The Tr Age die of 

Bui Harry of Hcrford, Lancafter, and Darby 
Am I? who readie hearedo Hand in Armes, 

To prooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lilts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he is a T raytor foule and dangerous, 

To God of Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar . On paine of death no perfonbe fobold 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Mar (hall and fuch officers 
Appointed to diredrthefe faire delignes. 

Bui Lord Marlhall, let me kille my Soueraignes hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

E or Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage* 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leauc. 

And louing farewell of our feuerallfricnds. 

Mar. The appellant in all dutiegreecs your highneife, 
And craucs to kifte your hand and take his lcaue* 

King. We will defeend and foldehim incur armes* 
Coolin of Hcrford, as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 

Farewell my blood, which if to day thou fliead. 

Lament we may, but not rctienge thee dead. 

Bui O let no N oblc eie prophane a teare 
Forme, if I be gorgdevvith MotvbraiesCpsiiXtt 
A.s confident as is the Falcons flight s 

Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you : 

Of you.fmy noble Coofin)Lord Aumerle, 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 

Butluftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englilh fcafts fo i regreet 

The daintieft laft, to make the end mod fweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Author ofray blood, 
Whofeyouthfullfpirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp. 

To reach a yiftorie aboue my head, 

Adde 
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Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy bleffings fteele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbray es waxen coate, 

And furbilh new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Euen in theluftie hauiour of his Sonne. 

Gaunt. God, in thy good caufe make thee protperous, 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blow es doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on thecaske 
Ofthyaduerie pernitious etiemic, 

Rowfevpthy youthfull blood, be valiant and liue. 

Bui Mine innocence and Saint George tothriue. 

Msw. How euer God or fortune caft my lotte, . 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

Aloyall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: 

Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 

Caft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 

His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifement, 

More then my dauncing foule doth celebrate 
This feaftof battle with mineaduerfaric. 

Moll mightie Liege, and my companion Peercs, 

Take from my youth the wilh of happy yeares, 

As °entleandas iocondastoieft, 

Go* I to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewell ( my Lord) fecurely I efpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order the triall Marlhall, and beginne. 

Mar. Harric of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie, 
Receiue thy Launce, and God defend thy right. 

Bui Strong as aTowerinhopeIcry,Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this launce to Thomas D. of Norfolke, 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, andDarbie, 
Stands heere, for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A Tray tor tohisGod,hisKing,andhim.. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight* 

Her. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. of Norfolk?, 
B jj On a 
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On paincto'be found falfe and recreant, 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approuc 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God, his Soucraigne,and to him difloyall, 
Couragioufly, and with a free defirc. 

Attending but the fignall to begin. 

Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downe. 

King, Lctthem lay by their Helmets, & their Spcares, 
And bothreturne backe to their CMres againe : 
Withdraw with vs, andlet the T r limpets found, 

While we returne thefe Dukes w Sat we decree. 

Draw neere and lift. 

What with our Counfell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth ihould not be foyld 
With thatdeare blood which it hath bcenefoftered; 

And for our cics do hate the direalped: 

Ofciuill wotindsplougbd vp with neighbours fword J 
And for we thinke the Eagle-winged pride, 
Ofskie-afpiring and ambitiousthoughts 
With riual-hating Enuicfet on you, 

To wake our peace, which in our Countries cradle 
Drawes the fvvect infant breath of gentle lleepe, 
Whichforouzdvp with boyftrous vntundedrummes, 
With harih refounding trumpets dreadfullbray, 

And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron armes, 

Might from our quiet confines frightfairepeace, 
Andmake vs wade euen in our kindreds blood.* 
Therefore we banifli you our territories. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon painc oflife. 

Till twice fiue Summers haue enricht our field, 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftrangerpathes of banifiiment. 

But. Your will be done 5 this mu ft my comfort be, 
That Sun- that warmes you hecre, fhallfhine on me, 
And thofe his golden beames vnto you heere lent. 
Shall point on me, and guild my banifiiment. 

King. Norfolke, fortheeremainesa heauierdoonie, 
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Which I with fome ynwillingneflepronounce. 

The Hie flow howres ihall not determinate 
The dateleffe limit of thy dearc exile J. 

The hopelefte word of neuer to returne. 

Breath 1 againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

Mew. A heauie l'entence, my moft foueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlookt for from your highnelfc mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayme. 

As to be call foorth in the common ayre, 

Hau e I deferued at your Highncife hands : 

The language I haue learnd thefe fortieyeares. 

My natiucEnglifli now J tnuft forgoe. 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Than an vn ftringed violl or a harpe,, 

Or like acunninginftrumentcafde vp,. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmonic. 

Within my mouth you haue ingayldmy tongue. 

Doubly percullift with my teeth andlippes, 

And dull vufeelingbarren ignorance 
Is made my layler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawnc vppon a Nurie,. 

To farre in yeares to be a Pupill now* 

What is thy fenccnce butfpeac.hlerte death $ 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue brCAthi- 
j King, It bootesthee notto be compaflionate,. 

After ourfentence, play ning comes too late. 

Mow. Then thus I tume me from my countries light* 
Todwellinfolemne fhades of endlefle night. 

King. Returne againe,. and take an oath with thee,, 

I.ay on our Royall.Sword your banifht hands. 

Sweare by thedutiethaty’oweto God, 

(Our part therein we banilh with your felucs) 

To keepc the oath that wc adminifter ; 

You neuer fhall,fo hclpe you truth and God,, 

Embrace each others louc in banilhmcnt, 

Nor neuer lookc vpon each others face,. 

Nor neuer writej, regreete, nor reconcile 
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Thislouing tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer byaduifed purpofemeetc. 

To plottc,contriue,or complot any ill. 

Gain!! vs,our ftate,ourfubie<fts,orourland. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

iJWow. And I, to keepc allthis. 

Bui, Norfolk e,fo fare as to mine enemie ; 

By this time,had the King permitted vs, 

One of our foules had wandred in the ay re, 

Banilht tht'sfraile Sepulchre of our flelh. 

As now our flelh is banilbt from this land. 

Confelfe thy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou haft farre to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Mow. NoBullingbrooke,ifeuerIwcrcTraytour, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of life, 

And 1 from Heauen banilht, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know, 
Andalltoofoone (Ifeare) the King (hall rew* 

Farewell (my Liege) now noway cah I ft ray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way. 

King. V nclc, euen in the glades of thine eies, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy lad alped 
Hath from the numberof his baniflit yearcs 
Pluckt foureaway, fixe frozen Winters (pent, 

Returnc with welcome home from banilhment. 

Bui. How long a time lies irf one little word? 
FburelaggingWinters, and fourc wanton SpriiSgs, 

End in one w ord ; fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of mec. 

He fliortens foureyeares of my Sonnes exile } 

But little vantage (hall I rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe ycares that he hath to fperid 
Can change their niooncs,and bringtheir times about, 
My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimebewaftcd light 
Shall be extimft with age and cndlelfe night : 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne . 

King. 
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King. Why Vnckle, thou haft many ycares to It ue. 

Count. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue: 
Shorten my daies thou canft with fullen forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 
Thou canft belpeTimeto furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King, Thy Sonne is banilht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, aparty,verdidgaue. 

Why at our iufticefeemft thou then to lowre ? 

GW/wtf.Thingsfweetto tail, prooue in digeftionfowr*. 
You vrge me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would haue bid me argue like a Father. 
Ohhad'tbeena ftranger, not my child, 

Tofmooth his fault I would haue been more milde : 

A partiall flaunder fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life deftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you Ihould fay, 

I was too ftrift to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Again!! my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo ; 

Sixe yeares we banilh him, and he lhall go. 

Au , Coolin farewell 5 what prefence muft not know 
From whereyou doe remaine,kt Paper lliow . 

O Mar. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doll thou hoard thy words 
That thou returneft no greeting to thy friends i 

Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office Ihould be prodigall, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefe is but thy ahfence for a time. 

Bui. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters ? they are quickly gone. 

Bui, To men in ioy, but griefe makes onehowre ten. 

Gaunt, Call it a trauatle that thou takft for pleafure. 

C Bui. 
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Util, My heart will figh when I mifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an inforced. pilgrimage. 

Cjamt, The fullen pallage of thy vvearie fleps 
Efteemc a foyle wherein thou art to fet, 

The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

Bui. Nay rather euery tedious ftride I make, 

'Will butremember me what deale of world 
I wander from thelewelsthatlloue. 

Muft I notferue along apprentifiiood 
To forren palfages,andin the end, 

Hauingmy freedome,boaft of nothing elfe. 

But that 1 was a iourney-man to griefe i 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifites, 

Are to a wife man ports and happy kauens. i 
Teach thy neccffitic to reafon thus. 

There is no vertue like neceflitie : a. 

Thinke not the King did banilh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the heauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne ; 

Go, fay I lent thee foorth to purchafe honour. 

And not the King exilde thee 5 or fuppofe 
Deuouring peftilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a freilier clime : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Toly that way thougoeft, not whence thou comeft : 
vSuppofe the linging birdsMulitions, 

The gralfe whereon thou trcadft,the prefence ftrowde* 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fleps, no more 
• Then a delightfull nieafure,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hathleife power to bite 
The man that mockes at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh wh© can hold after in his hand, 

By thinking on the fro fly Caucafus ? . r 

Or cloy the hun gry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination ofa feaft l 
Or wallow naked inDecember fnow, 

By thinking on fantaftickliimmers heat l 
Oh no, the apprehenhon of the good 
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Giu e but the greater feeling to the worfe i 
Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
Then when it bites, but lancheth dot the foare* 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne, 11c bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth and caufejl would nor flay. 

BhL T hen England® ground farewell, fweetfoile adiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfe that bearcs me yet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this 1 can. 

Though banilhtyet a true borne Engliihman. Exeunt* 

Enter the King with Bujhie, &c, at enedore , andthe 
Lord Aumerle at the other. 

King . Wee did obferue, Coofin Humerle , 

Howfarrc broughtyouhighHcrfordonhisway? 

Aum. I brought high Herford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were Hied i 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King, What fai'd your Coofin when you parted with him 
Au, Farewell, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
ihould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 

To counterfaite opprefsion of lueh griefe, 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthnedhoures, 
And added yeeres to his fliort banifliment, 

He Ihould haue had a volume of farewels .• 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Kmg. He is our Coofins Coofin, bnt tis doubt, 

When time iliall call him home from banifliment. 

Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 
OurfelfeandBufliie, \ 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people, 

How he did feeme to diuc into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, 

Wi th reuerence he did throw away on llaues, 

C t Wooing 

e." * . 
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Wooing poore Craftfmen with the craft of fmiles. 

And patientvnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to banilh their atreds with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpced him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrey-men, my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerlion his, 

And he our lubieds next degree in hope. 

Greene. Well, he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts, 
Now for the Rebels which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muff be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneife Ioffe. 

Ktng, We will ourfelfe in perfon to this Warre, 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court 
And li berall larges, are grown e fomewhat light j 
Wee are inforft to farmc our Roy all Realme, 

The reuenue whereof lhall furniih vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come fhort, 

Our fubftitutes at home fhallhaue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they ihall know what men are rich, 
They fliallfubfcribethem for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants, 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter "Bujhie with newest 

Bujh. Old Iohn of Gaunt is grieuous ficke, my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fentpoft haft 
T o intreate your Maieftie to vifite him. 

King, Where lies he J 
AtA^ehoufc. 

King. Now put it (God ) into the Phifitions mind, 

T o helpe him to hii graue immediately : 

The lyning of his Coffers lhall make coates, 
Todeckeour Souldiersfor thefe Irijk Warres. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifite him. 

Pray God we may make haft, and come too late : 

Amen, Exetint, 

Enter 
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Enter Iohn ef Gaunt ficke, with the Duke of Yorke, &c. 

Gaunt, Will the King come, that I may breath my laft, 
In holfome counfell to his vnftayed youth? 

Torke.Vcx not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic : 

Where wordes are fcarce, theyareiieldomeipentin vaifle. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paihe. 

He that no more muft fay, is liftened more 
Then they whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe. 
More are mens ends markt,then their liues before J 
The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As thelaft taft of fweetes is fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft. 
Though Richard myliues counfell would notheare, 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafehis eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt with other flattering founds. 

As prayfes of his ftatc : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters, to whofe venom found 
The open eareof youth doth alwaies liftem 
Report of fafliions in proud 
Whofe manners ftill our tardy apilh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vanitic. 

So it be new, there's no refped how ; vile. 

That is not quickly buzd into hisearesi 
Then all too late comes Counlell to be heard. 

Where Will doth mutime with Wittes regard. 

Dired not him whofe way himfelfe will choofc, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath thou wilt loofe. 

Gaunt. Mee thinks I am a Prophet new infpird. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell ofhinij 
His rafli fierce blaze of riot cannot laft : 

For violent fires foone burne outthemfelUes, 

Small ihowerslaft long, but fodaine ftorraes are fliort t 
Hctires betimes,thatfpurs top faft betimes* 

C3 With 
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With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder, 

Light Vanitie, infatiate cormorant, 
Confumingmeanesfoone prayes vpon it felfe { 

This Roy all throne of Kings, this Sceptred lie, 

This earth ofMaieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter£fden,demie Paradice, 

This Foretrelle built by Nature for her felfe, 

Againft infe&ion, and the hand ofWarre 5 
This happy breed ofMen, this little World, 

T his precious Stone fet in the Siluer Sea, 

Which ferueuesitintheofficcofa Wall,' 
OrasaMoatedefenfiuetoahbufe, . j • 

Againft the enuieofleflehappier lands: 

This bleired plotte, this Earth, this Realme,this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of RoyallKings, 

Feard by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowncdin their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian feruice and-true chiualrie. 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborrie Iewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfome, blelTed Maries 

This Land offuch deare foules, this dearc deareland j 

Deare for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leaced out (1 die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. 

England bound in with therriumphantSea, 

Whofe rockie Ihoare beates backe the enuious fiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now boundin with Ibanie, 

With Inkic blottcs, and rotten Parchment bonds. ■' 

ThatEngland that was wont to conquer others, • f > 
Hathmadeafhamefullconqueftof itlelfe: ' 

Ah would the fcandall vanifht with my life. 

How happythen weremy enfuing death ; ■ : 

Yorki, The-K ingis come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Colts being; rag’de, do rage the more; 

■ :lkho:.'.ro . ;.-ih A,-:: ,-iK 

Enter the King and Qtgeenei &c. 

£ueene % How fares our noble V ncle Lancafter ? 

King. What comfort man ? 1 how ift with aged ; 

Gaunt 
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Gaunt. O how that name befits my compofition, 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old $ 

Within me griefe hath kept a tedious faft. 

And who abltaines from meate, that is not gaunt i 
For deeping England, longtime haue I watchtj 
Watching breedes leaneneife,leaneneire is all.gaunt; 

The plealhre that fome Fathers f'eede vppon, 

Is my ftricktfaft, I meanemy Childrens lookes, 

And therein,fafting haft thou made me gaunt.. • 

Gaunt am I for the graue,gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones. 

King. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names l 

Gaunt. No, miferie makes (port to mocke it felfe. 

Since thou doft feeke to killmy name in me, 

O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King. Should dying men flatter thofe thatliue i. 

Gaunt, No, no, men liuing flatterthofe that die; 

King. Thou now a dying fayft, thou flattereft me. 

Gaunt. Ohno,thoudieft,thoughIthefickerbe. 

King. I am in health, I breath, I fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me, knowes Ifee thee ill, , 

311 in my felfe to fee, and in thee .feeing ill, , 

Thy death-bed is no leflcr then the Land, 

Wherein thou lycft inreputation ficke. 

And thou too careiclfe patient as thou art, 

Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phifitions that firift wounded thee i 
A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crown e, f 

Whofe compalfe is no bigger then thy head;. 

And yet imaged in fofmallaverge. 

The wafte is no whit leifer then thy Land 
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, 

Seenehowhis Sonnesfonneflioulddeftroyhis-fonnes, 

From foorth thy reach he would haue layd thy lhame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert polfeft, 

Which art pofteft now to depofethy felfe. . 

Why Coofin wert thou regentof the world. 

It were a lhame to let this Land by Leafe s. ; .r. , 





j vc i ragca e oj 

But for thy world enioying but this land. 

Is it not more then (hame to ihamcit To ? 
Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King 
1 hy itateoflaw is bond-flaue to the law 
And thou. 
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Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Darcft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

W ith furie from his natiue relidcnce. 

Now by my Seates right Royall maieftie 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edvards fonnc, 

This tongue that runnes fo roundly in thv head 
Should runnethy head from thy vnrererent fhoulders 
Grnnt Oh (pare me not my brother £^W,fon Q e 
For that I was his Father Edwards Tonne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother Qjocefler plaine well meaning foule, 

M, h r fa,re r b / all ‘ n , leauen r moiT 8 ft happy foules, 
May be a prefident and witneftegood. 

That thou refpedfft notfpilling Edwards blood 

Ioyne with the prelent fickaelfe that I haue, ' 

And thy vnkindnes belike crooked a^e? 

Xo crop at once a too long withered .flower. 

Liue in thy fhame, but die not iliame with thee : 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue, that loue and honour haue. 



Km. Andletthcmdie,thatageandfullenshaue,’ * 

r or both haft thousand both becomethe graue. 

rork*. I do befeechyourMaieftieimpute his words 
1 o wayward ficklinelfe and age in him : 

Heloues you on my life, and holds you deere, 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 

Kl ”g : Right, you fay true ; as Herfords loue, fo his : 
As theirs, fo mine, and be as itis. 
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North., My Liege, old (jaunt commends him to yo_ur 
King. What fay eshee? (Maieftie, 

North. Nothing,allisiaydj 
His tongue is now a ftringlelfe inftrument, 

Words,li fe, and all, old Lancaficr hath Ipcnt, 

Torke, Be Torkf the next that mull be banckrout fo. 
Though Death be poorest ends a mortall wo. 

King, Theripeft Fruitcfirftfalles andfo doth he; 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mu ft be : 

So much for that. No w for our Irifli Warres : 

Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liue like venome, where no venome elfe 
Butonely they, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affayres do askelbme charge. 

Towards ourafsiftance we do feazeto vs, 

The Plate, Coyne,Reuencwes, and moueablea 
Whereofour Vncklc Gaunt did ftand polfeft, 

Torke. How long ihall I be patient ? Ah how long 
Shalltender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 

NotGloccfters death, norHerfords baniihment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wroags. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullinghrookc 
About his marriage, nor my ownc diigrace, 

Haue cuer made me fower my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinekle on my Soueraignes face : 

I am the laft of "the noble Ewards Sonnes, » 

Ofwhom thy Father Princeof Wales was firft. 

In Warfe, was neuer Lion rage more fierce : 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more mildc 
Then was that young and Pr incely Gentleman ; 

His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

AccompKfht with a number of thy houres ; 

But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 
Andnotagainfthis Friendes : hisnoblchand 
Did winne what he didfpend, and fpent notthat 
Which histrimnphantFathers hand hadwonne • 

His hands were guiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with thcenemies of his kinne. 





r* ■ *r'f 





: (b 
. f)t> 






iT. 



TbeTrageclie ef 

Ok Richard ! Tor kg is too farre gone with griefe, 

Or elfe hencuer would compare betwcene. 

King. W hy V nclc, whats the matter l 
Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe. 

If not, I pleafd,not to be pardoned, am content withall j 
Seeke you to feiaseand gripe into your hands, 

The royalties arid rights of banithffletferd? 
IsnotGW#»rdcad?. and doth not Herfordliue .* •' 

Was not Gaunt iuft ? and is not Harry true? 

Did Hot the one deferue to hauean heyre ? 'i 
Is not his heyre a welldeferuing fonnef 
T ake Herfords right away, and take from time, 

His Charters andhis cullomarierightsj 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy felfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire lequence, and fucceflion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, > 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 
By his attourniesgeneralltofue 
His liuery,and deny hisoffered homage ■ 

Y ou pluck e a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts, 

And pricke my tender patience tothofe thoughts. 
Which honour and allegeance cannot tbinke. 

King. T hinke what you will, we feize into our hands. 
His plate, h« gdods, his money and his Land, 

Torke. He not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereof, ther's none can tell : 

But by bad courfes may be vnder flood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. Exit. 

King . Go Buftiie, to the Earle of Wiltfhire ftraight, 

Bid him rcpayrc to vs to Eb/e houfc, 

T ofee this bufmefle : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and mistime I trow j 
And weecreate itiabfenee of our felfe, 

Gur VnckleYorke, Lord Gouernour of England j K 

$or he is iuft, and^lwahes loued vs wdU . . i < . i ■ : 1 3 
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Richard the Second, 

Come on our.Queene, to mprrov muft we part, : 

Be merry, for our time of flay is fhorf. 

Exeunt King and gueene. Manet North , 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcr is dead. 
Rotfe, And liuing too, for now his fonne is Duke. 
Willough, Barely in title, not in reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. 

Rotfe. My heart is great, but it mtift breake withfllcnce, 
Er’t be disburdened withaliberall tongue. 

North. Naylpeakthy mind, & let him nere fpeak more, 
That fpeakes thy words againe, to dp thee harme« 

Wtllottgh. T end’s that th<pu wouldft fpeake, to the D. of 
If itbelo, out with it boldly man, (Herford? 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. 

Rotfe, No good at all, that I can doe for him : 

V nletre you -call it good, to pitty him, 

Bereftand gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is flume fuch wrongs are fcorne 
In him a Royall Princeiand many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they willinforme, 

Meerely in hate againft any of vs all, 

Thatwill the King feuerely profecute 
Againft vs, our lines, our children, and our heires, 

‘Rotfe. The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quiteloft their hearts. The Nobles hath hefin’d 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

Willough. And dayly. new exactions are deuifd, 
AsBlancks,Beneuolences,and I wot not what. 

North. But what a Gods name doth become of this ? 
Wille. Warces hath not Wafted ft; for Warr'd he hath not. 
But bafely yeilded v'pon conapromifc, 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes ; r 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 

Rptfe. The Earle ofWiltihire hath the Realmein far#ne. 
WU t T he King' s growne banckr Put ltkea broken map , . 
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North. Reproach and defelution hangcth oucrhim, 

Rofi \ He hath not Money for thefe Info Warres, 

His burthcnous taxations notwithftanding. 

But by the robbing of the banillu Duke. 

North. His noble kinfman moft degenerate King V 
But Lords, we heare this fearefulltempeftfing, 

Yetkeke no Iheltcr to auoyde the ftorrac, 

Wefcethe Winde fit fore vpon our Sailes, 

And yet we ftrike not, butfecurely pcrifti. 

2 ^/e. We fee the very Wracke that we muftfuffcr, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfo the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Not fo,euen through the hollow eics of.death, 
I efpielifepecring; but 1 dare not fay. 

How neerethe tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou doftours* 

Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe } andfpcakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from Le port blan 
( A Bay in Britaine) receiudc intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Herferd, Raynold L# Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbifiiop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramfton, 
SirIohnNorberie ? lirRobert Waterton,& Francis Coines 
All thefe wellfurnilhed by thebuke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warrc, 
Are makinghither with all due expedience, 

And (hortly meane to touch ourNorthern fliore, 

Verhaps they had ere this, but that they Bay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland: 

If then welhall (hake off our Countries llauilb yoke, 
Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 

Kedeeme from broken pawne theblemilht Crowne, 

Wipe of the duft that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe, 

Aw'ay vhthme in poll to Rauenfpurgh : : . :vf; • 



Richard the Second* ’ * 
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But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 

Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go, 

Rojfe. T o horfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them that fcare. 
Wtllo. Hold out my horfe, and I willfirll be therfi. 

Exeunt* 



Enter the jQueene) Bttfine-y and Bagot , 

Bufh. Madam, your Maieftie is toomuchfadde, 

- You promift when you parted with the King, 

T o lay alide halfe-harming heauinelfe. 

And entertaine a checrcfull difpofition . 

Jgueene. Topleafe theKingl did, topleafemyfelfe 
' I cannot doo it 5 yet I know no caufe 
Why 1 ihould welcome fuch a gueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fwcete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard: yet againe me thinks 
Some vnbornc Sorrow ripe in Fortunes worn be. 



iu s-; 



With nothing trembles, atfome thing itgrieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bufo. Each fubftance of a griefe hath twenty lhadowes 
Which Ihewes like griefeit felfe, but is netfo; 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares,. 

Derides one thing entire to many ; 0 bjetfs. 

Like perfpedmes, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion, eyde awry, 

Diftinguifli forme : foyour fweete Maieftie, 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Find lhapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile, 

Which lookt on as it is, isoaughc 6 ut (hadowes & 
Ofwhat it is not, ther .thriqe (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 

Or if it be, ns with falfc Sorrowes eyes , (feene 

Which forthings true, weepes things imaginary ‘ ° 

Sjueene, It may be fo,buf yet my inward Souk 
< | erfwadesmeicis otherwise, : how ere it be, V , f 
I cannot but be fad * fo beamed,. ’ 

As though on thinking on,i,o thought I thinke, 
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•Sufi. Tis nothing but cenceite (my gracious Lady ) 
gueenc. Tis nothinglelfe, Conccitels ftifl defiude ' 
FttrafomcforefetherGricf'cjftiineishoirb 1 ^ 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing thatlgrieue, 

Tis in reverlion that i doe poll'etfe : 

Butwhatit is, that is not yet knowne, what . 

I cannot name, tis nartieletfa woe I wot, 

Greene, God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlemen 
I hope theKingis notyetfhipt for Ireland* 

Quccnc.' Why hopeft thou fo ? tis better hope he is, 
For his defignes crauc haft, his haft good hope! 

Then whereforedoft thoO hopehe is notihipt? 

Greene . That he dUr hope might haue rctirde his power 
And driuen into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in thislarid. 

The banilht Bullingbrooke repeales hiriifelfcy 
And with vplifted'armes islafe ariude at Rttuenjpur^ 
^fw^Now Godin heauen forbid. 

Greene. Ah Madam, tistoo true ; and that is worfc: 
TheLord Northumberland, his young SonH. Percie, 
The Lords of RoifejBeaumond, and Willoughbic, 
Withalltheirpow^UtiTrietids,afefledtohihr. 

Bufb. Why haueydu nai’ph&tlaimdNd^timmbeHa^ 
And the reft of theteudlting faftionj ! iraytoiirs i ? ; 
Greene. We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worceftery 

Hath broke his Staff e, refignd his Stewardfliipj 
And all the houfhold fei-uants fled with him fo SMingbroke 
J^epne. SoGredne,thouartfhc Midwife of my woe, 
AndBullingbrOokej rtly forrowesdifnValUieire : r - r ' ' 
Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie, 
Andlagaipingnewdeliueredmotherr 1 ' 

Haue woe to woe* forrPW'to forrow iovnch 
Sufi. Drpaire«of!MiKla'rn.-' o.' ♦«*«»§, 

gnecne. Whd'fhllUMfttfei*lh^' ;'5‘; ™ y! * t#h5 : 
I willdifpaire and beat eflfriifci#* ' io ‘ \ 'i 10 . 1 

Withcouetoushope,;hg(s '^flatferer^ l; n01 o !i;,( \ 

Aparafite, a k<^erback£ bf'djjjafhjs - iutoti riar« 
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• Who gently would dilfolue the bands of life- 
Which falie hopelingcrs in extremitie. 

Greene. Heere comes the Duke of Yprke. 

Queene. With fignes of Warre about his aged necks : 
Oh full ofcarefull buftnelfe arehis lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fakefpeake cpmfprtablc words. 

Torke. Sflould I do fo, I fhould belymy thoughts.,*?- 
Comfort’s In heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing liues but crolfes,care, and griefe. 

Your Husband he is gone tofauefarre off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofe at, home.: 

- Heere ami left to vnderprop his Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmade. 

Now (liall he trie his friends that flattered him. 

Seruing. My Lord, yourfbnne v\as gone before I came? 
Torke.. He was, why fo ; go all which way it will; 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arecojd. 
And will (Tfearej reuolt on HerfordsCide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhie to my fifter Glocefter,. 

Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand Pound, 

Hdd take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord>l had forgot to tell yourLordfliipj, 

To day I came by and called there; 

But I fliall grieue you, to report the reft. { 

BPS* 




Comes ruffling on this.woefiill Land at once f 
I know notwhatto doe; Iwouldto,GJpd 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cut of my head with my brothers. 
What, are there two Pofts difpatcht for Ireland:. 
How mall wc doe for money for thefe Warres ? 
Come Sifter, CoofinI would fay ; pray pardon me:. 
Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide fome Carts,. 

And bring away the Armour that is tflere, . 
Gentlemen, will you goe mufter men? 
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If I know how or which way to orderthefc affayrcs, 
Thus diforderly thru ft into my hands, 

Ncuer beleeue mee :both are my kinfmen j 
T one is my Souerainge, whome both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : t’otheragaine, 

Is my kinfnian, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom Confcicnce and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well,fomewhat we muft doe : conic Coofin, 
lledifpofeof you - Gentlemen, goemuftervp your men 
And meeteme prefcntly atBarckly: 

I ihould to Plafhie too, but time willnot permit : 

All is vneuen, and eucry thing is left at fixe and fcauen. 
Exeunt ‘Duke, & gfteene : manent BuflAe and Greene . 
The Wind fits faire for newes to go for Ireland. , 
But nonercturnes. For vs to leuie power 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpoflible. 

Greene. Befides,our ncerenelletotheKing inloue, 

Is neerethc hate of thofe loue not the King. 

Bag. And that is the wauering Commons /or their lout 

Lies in their Purfes, and vvhofo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Buff>. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d, 
Bag. If Judgement lie in them, then lo do we, : 

Becaufe we euer haije been ncere the King. 

Greene. Well, I will for refuge ’ftraight to Brift. Caftlcj 
The Ea^le of Wiltfhire is already there. 

Bttjb. Thitliif wilWill I with you, for little bfficc 
Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs, 

Excepr like Curres, to teare vs all in peeccs : 

Will you goe along with vs i 

Bag, No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie J . 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three heere part, that neere fliall rrteete againe. 

Bujb. Thats as Tor he thriucs to beat backe Bullwgbmkt 
Greene. Alas poore Duke,thc taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Whereone on his fide fights, thoufands will flie : 
Farewell at once, for once, for all and cuc-r. 
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Baft. Well,weemay mecte againe. 

Bag. I fearemcneuer. 

Enter Hereford: Northumberland. 

Bull. Howfarreis itmy Lord toBarcklynowf 
North. Belecue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftrangcr in Glocefter/hirc, 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 

Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome. 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beeneas fugar, 

Making the hard way fiveet and deledable ; 

But I bethinke me what a wearie way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotlhall will be found. 

In Eojfe and tVilloughby wantingyour company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufnelle and procelle of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefi te that I pofiefte. 

And hope to ioy is little leife in ioy. 

Then hopeinioyed j by this the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme ftort, as minehath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much lelfe value is my company, 

Then your good words. But who comes heere ! 

Enter Harry Percie. 

^ North. Itismy (onne,yo\ingHareie Perjie, 

Sent from my brother Worcefter wlienfoeuer : 

Harry, how faresyour Vnckle? (of you 

Per. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North. Why ! is he not with the Queene ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe oi office, and difperft 
The houfiiold of theKing. 

North, Whatwas his realon l he was notfo refolu’d, 
Whenlaftwe fpake together. 

H.Per . Becaufeyour Lordfiiip was proclaimed traitourj 
But he my Lord, isgone to Rauenfpurgh, 
TootterferuicetotheDukeof Herford, 

Andfentme ouer by Barckly todifeouer, 

E What 
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What power the Duke of Yorke had lcuied there. 

Then with directions; to repaire toRauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgot the Duke of Htrford , boy i 
H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I d id remember, to my knowledge 
1 neuer irtmy life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now, this is the Duke. 

H. P. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder daiesihall ripen and confirmc 
To more approued feruice and defart, 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percie, and be lure. 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends : 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, • 

Itfhall be bill thy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus fcalesft. 
North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what fturrc 
Keepcs good old Y^rke therewith his men of Warrc? 

H. P. There hands the Cable by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I haue heard: 

And in itare the Lords of Yorke, Barkley, and Seymor, 
None elfe of name and noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and Willoughby, 
Bloudy with fpurring, fierie red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues 
‘ A banifht Traitour : all my treafuric 
is yet but vnfelt thanks, which moreenricht. 

Shall be your loue and labours recom pence. 

Rojfe. Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord. 
JVtl. And farrefurmounts our labour to attaine it. 

Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infapt fortune comes toyeares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomesiieere l 
Nor. It is my Lord of Barkeley, as I gueife, 

Barck. , My Lord of Herford, my meifage is to you. 
Bui. MyLord,myanfwereis toLaneafter, 

And I am come tofeeke that name in England, 

And 
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And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftake me not my Lord, t’is not my meaning 
To race onctitle of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will, 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

The Duke of T orke, to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Armes? 

Bui. I lhall not need ttanlportmy words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble Vncklc 1 
Torke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falle. 

Bui. Mygrac'ous Vncklei 

• Torke. Tut, tut, gracemeno grace, nor Vncklemeno 
I am no trai tours Vncklejand that word Grace fVnckle, 
In an vngracions mouth, is but prophane : 

Why haue thole baniflit and forbidden legs 
Dardc once to touch a dull of Suglands ground ? 

But more then why ? Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofomc, 

Fryting herpalc-facde Villages with Warre, 

And oftentation ofdefpifed Armes l 

Comft thou bec^ufe tn’annoynted King is hence? 

Why foolilh boy, the King is left behind. 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power : 

Were 1 but now Lord offuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued the Blackc Prince that young Mars oft men. 

From foorth the rancks of many thoufands French, 

O then how quickly lliould this arme of mine, 

N ow prifoner to the Paulfey, chaftife thee. 

And miniftercorreftion to thy fault J 
Bui. My gracious V nckle, let me know my fault, 

On what condition bands it, and wherein l 
Torke. Euen in condition of the worft degree. 

In grolle rebellion, and detefted treafon : 

Thouartabanilht man, andheereartcome, 
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Before the Expiration of thy time, 

In brauing armes againft my Soucraigne. 

Bui, As I was bam flit, I was Herfard, 

But as i come, Icome for Lancafter : 

And noble V nckle, I befecch your grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferenteye : 

You are my Father, or me thinks inyou 
I fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit that i lhallftand condemn'd 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Pluck thom my Armes perforce, and giuen away 
To Vpftart Vnthnfts? wherefore was I borne? 

I f that my Coolin King, be King of England, ’ 

It mult be graunted I am Duke of Lancafter * 
lou haue a Sonnc^umer/e, my noble Coolin, 

Had y on firrt died, and he beene thus trod downe, 

He ihouldhaue found his Vnckle Gaunt* Father 
I o rouzehis wrongs, and chafe themtotheBay, 

I am denied tofue njy liuerie heere* 7 

And yet my letters patents giue.me leaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftrain’d andfold. 

And thefe, and all, are all amitfe employed. 

What would you hauemedoe? I am a Subieft, 

And I challenge Law; Atturniesaredenide me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 

To my inheritance of free defeent 

,™ e nobleDuke ha,h b«„ too much aboBe, 
Reft. It Bands yout Grace vpon, to do him right. 
mt. Bale men by h,s endowments are made gfeat. 

Ih V Lords of England, let me tell you this, . 

I haue had feeli ng of my Coofins wrongs. 

And laboured all I could to do him right 
But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 

Be his owne caruer, and cutout his way, 

To find out right with wrong, it may not be; 

And you- that doabettehim in this kind, 

Cherifti Rebellion, and areRebels all* 

North. ThenobleDuke hathfworne, his comniingis 



Richard the Second* 

But for his owne ; and for the Right of that. 

We all haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayde : 

And let him ne re fee ioy that breakes that oath « 

/ Torke. Well, well, I fee the i due of thefe Armes; 

] cannot mend it,l muft needs confeire, 

Becaufe my power is weake, and all ill left : 

But if I could, by him that gaue me life, 

* I would attachyou all,and make you ftoope 
Vnt9 the Soucraigne mercy of the King : 

But finceIcannot,beit knowne to you, 
ldo remaine as newter ; fo fare you well, 

Vnleffeyou pleafetoenterin the Caftle, 

And there repofe you for this night. 

Bui. An offer Vnckle that we will accept, 

But we muft winne your Grace to go with vs 
To Briftow Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bujkie , Bagot,a.’n& their complicies. 

The Caterpillersofthe Common-wealth; 

Which Ihauefwornetoweedeandpluckeaway. 

Torke. It may be I will go With you; but yet ile paufe. 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes ; 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me wclcomeyou are, 

Things paft redreffe, are now with me paft care. 



Welch . My Lord of Salisbury we haue ftaide ten daies. 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together- 
And yet we heare no tidings from the King 
Therefore we will dilperfe our felues : farewell 
Sa, lif . Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confi dence in thee, 

Wekh. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not flay, 
a he Bay-trees in our Countrev all are withered 
And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres of heauen « 

The pale-fac’d Muonelookes bloody on the earth 

Aftdleane-look'tProphetswhifperfearefullchanpo 
Rich men looke fadde, and Ruffians daunce and if ape. 

The one in feare to loofe what they enioy, P 
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The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefefigncs fore-run the death of Kings, 

Farewell, our Countrimen are gone and fled, 

As well allured Richard\hcirK.mg is dead. . 

Sal. AhRichardl with eies of heauie mind, 

I fee thy glorie like a iliootingftarrc, 

Fallto the bafe earth from the firmament, 

Thy funne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Witnefling ftormes to come, woe and vnreft : 

Thy friends arc fled to waitc vpon thy foes. 

And croflely to thy good all fortune goes* 

Enter the Duke of Herford, Yorke, Northumberland, )•» 
Bufhie and Greene Prisoners , 

BhL Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bufhie and Greene, I willnot vexeyour foules 
Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies* 

With two much vrging your pernicious liucs, 

For t'were no charitic 5 yet to wafh your blood 
From ofFmy hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes ofyour death. 

You haue mifled a Prince, 3 Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments. 

By you vnhappied and disfigured cleane. 

You haue in manner with yourfinfullhowres. 

Made a diuorcc betwixthisQuceneandhim, 

Broke theprofeflionof a Royall bed, 

And ftaind the bcautie of a fayre Queenes cheekes. 

With teares drawne from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Princeby fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeerc to theKing in blood, and neere in louc, 

Till they did make himmif-interpret me, 

Hauc ftooptmy necke vnder your injuries, 

And figh’d my Englifli breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifliment, 

Whilcyou haue feddc vpon my fegniories, 

Difparktmy Parkes,andfeld my forreft woods, 

From mine owne windowes tome my houlhold coate, 
RaCt outmyimpreire,ieauingme nofigne, 

Saue 



Richard the Second, 

Saue mens opinions, and my Iiuing blood. 

To fhew the world I am a Gentleman, 

This, and much more,much more then twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death • fee them deliueredouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

“Bujh. More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell. 

Greene , My comfort is, thatheauen wilkake our fouks? 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of heU, 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland ,fee them difpatcht; 
Vnckle, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe, 

FoeGods fake fairdie let her beentreated, 

Tetther,I fend to her my kind commends* 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks (gentle Vnckle come Lords, away. 

To fight with G lender and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. Exeunt. 

Enter the King, sAuyerle, Garble, &c. 

King. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand? 1 
Au. Yea my Lord 5 how brook's your Grace the ayre 
After yourlate tofling on the breaking Seas ? 

King. Needs muft Hike it well, I weepe for ioy 

To ftand vpon my kingdomeonce againe 
Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes : 

As along parted mother with her Child; 

Plaies fondlie with her teares, and fmiles in meeting :• 

So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee my earth, 
vW doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence 
But let thy Spiders,that fucke vp thy venome, * 

And heauie gatedToads lie in their way, 

Doping annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Which with vfurpingfteps do trample thee; 

jffidds. 
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Yedd dinging nettles to mine enemies ; 

And when they from my bofome plucke a flower. 

Guard it I pray thee with alurking Adder, 

W hofe double tongue may with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy.Soueraigncs enemies : 
Mockenot my fenflelfe conjuration Lords : 

This earth (hallhaue a feeling, and theie ftones 
Proouc armed Souldiers ereher natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that power that made you king, 
Hath power to keepe you King in fpite of all j 
The meanes that heauens yeeld muft be imbrac’t 
And not negleAed, Elfe hcauen would, 

And we would not; heauens offer, we refufe 
The pooffered meanes of luccours and redrefTe. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are tooremilfe, 
Whilft Bnllingbrooke ^ through our lecuritie, 

Growes tlrong and great infubftance and in power. 

King. Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 
That when the fcarching eie of heaucn is hid 
Behind the globe that lights thelower world. 

Then theeuesandrobbers range abroadevnfcene, 
Inmurthers,andin outrage bloodie heere. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops of the eafterne pines. 

And darts his light through cucry guilty hole j 
Then murders, treafons, and detefted finnes, 

The cloake of night being pluckt from off their backes, 

Stand bare and naked trembling at thcmfelues : 

So when this thiefe, this traitour Bullingbreoke * 

Who all this while hath reueld m the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will lit blulhing in his face, 
Notabletoendurethefightbf day. 

But felfe affrighted, trembled at his finne, 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea, 

>Can waft the balmc off from an annoy nted King, 

The 







XicM tkeSteotuk 
The breath of worldly men can cannot depote 
Thedeputy ele Aed bytheLord, 

For euery manthat BttUmgbrmke hath preft 

To lift ihrewd ftecle againft our golden Crowne, ; 

God for his Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel: then if Angels fight, 

Wcake men muft fall, for heaucn ftill guards the right. 
Enter Saltjb. 

King. Welcome my Lordthow farre offlics your power; 
Saltjh. Nor neerc, norfarthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Than this weakcorme} difeomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late, l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyeftetday, bid T ime retume, 

And thou ft alt haue twclue thoufand fighting men : 

To day, today, vnhappy day, too late, 

Querthrowes thy ioy es, friends, fortune, and thy Rate : 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bnllingbr»dks-y difperft, and fled. (pale? 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 
King. But nowtbe blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my fide. 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
King. I had forgot my felfe, Am i not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftiethou fieepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names ? 

Arme, arme,my name a puny fubicA ftrikes 
Atthy great glory, looke notto^the ground, 
Ycefauourites of aKing, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts,! know my Vnckle Ytrke (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 

Screope. More health arid happinelle betide my Liege, 
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Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him. 

King, Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard, 

T he wor ft is worldly Ioffe thou can ft vnfold ♦ \ , . : 

Say, is my kingdome loft ? Why twas my care, 

And what loire is it to be rid of care ? 

Striues Bnllingbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he fhall not be.: if he ferue God, 

Weeleferue him too, and be his fellowfo. 

Reuoltour Subicdls/ that weeannot mend, 

They breake their faith to God as well as vs : 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine, and decay, 

Theworft is death, and death will hauehis day. 

Scroo. Glad am 1, that your Highneire is io armd 
T o beare the tidings of calamitie. 

Like an vnfcafonableJlormte day,. 

Which make the bluer Riuers drown their lliowers. 

As if the worfd>were all diffolud .to tearcs, 

So highabouc his limits Twels therage 
Of Bullingbrpoke , coueringyour fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele,aud hearts harder then fteclc ? 
White beards haue armd their thinne and haireletfe fealps 
Againft thy Maffeftie : : and boyes with womens voyccs. 
Striue to fpeakebigge, and clap their female kjynts/ . l,M 
In ftiffevnwildie armes, againft thy Crowne,. ■ ;* : u J 
Thy very beadf-men leame to bend their browes. 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Y.eadiftarfc women maunage ruftie billes : 

Againft thy fcatchofb young apd old-rebel^ . 'j 
And all goes worfe then J haue power to tell;. 

King. Towell. to well. thou telfta-talc foil!. 

Where is theEaile'of Wiltlhire?. where isBagotr 
What is become of Eulhie? where is Greene | 

That they haqelctthedange.-ouscnemie 
Meafurc our confines with inch peace! ull fteps. . 

If we preuafie, theirh^ads fliall pay for its - 
I warran t tl icy I)a|ue made peace with Bulhngbiooks. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my ‘Lord. 
King, Qh V iliaines, vipers, darand without redemption, 

P°gs 



Bicharcl the Second. 

Dogs eafily wonne tofawne on any man. . . 

Snakes in my heart blood warmd, that lung my heart y 
Threeludatles, each.one thrice worfe thenludas, 

Would they make peace? terriblchell 
Make warre Vpbn their fpottedfoules for this. 

Scro. Sweeteloue's (Ifee) changing : his property 

Turner tothefowreft and moftdeadliehate. 
Againevncurfe theirfoules, their peace is made 

With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfic 
Haue felt the wor ft of. deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllow grau’d in the hollow ground. • • 

Aum. Is Bufliie,Greene,& theEarle of Wiltuure dead? 
S C ro, Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 
King. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graues, o^yofpiesj/and Epitaphs, 

Make dull out papergapd.witlj raih.ie eyes .- . .. 

Writcforrow.oP'.tb^boibmeaftheearth.,;,. . 
LetschooleExecutprs and ralkeof vvilsj 
And y et not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue ourdepbfed bodies tothe ground ? 

Our lands, our Hues, and all ar n Bullingbrookes, 

And nothing can we call ourowne, but death. 

And that firall modcll of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as part andcouerto our bones. 

For Gods fake let ys fit vpon theground? 

And tell fad ftcriesofthe death of Kings, 

How fome haue beepedepofdejlbmc flainein warre. 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, fome -fieepipg kild, 

All numbered: for within thehollow Crowne 
That rounds themortall temples of aKiug, 

Keepes death his Court, andthere the antique fits. 
Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little fceane. 

To Monarchife, be feard, and kill with lookes, 
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Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit. 
As if this flefli which walks about our life, 
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Were BralTe impregnable : and humord thus, 

Comes at the lait, and with alittle pin 

Bores throughhis Caftle walles, and farewell Kin° 

Coueryour heads, andmocke not fleihandblood? ' 

With iolemnereucrence throw away refped, - . „,j 

Tradition, forme, and ceremoniousdutie, 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, . • , n'.ff 

I liue with bread like you, feele want, 

Taft griefe, need friends :iubiedled thus. 

How can you fay to mee, 1 am a King i j. \ 

Ctrl My Lord, Wife-men ne’rc lit and w ailc their svoei 

but preiently preuent the waies to waile. 

To fearethe foe, fince fsare opprelfeth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakenelfc ftrengthvnto your foe, 
Andfoyour follies fightagarnff yourfelfe : T 

Feare,andbe llaine, no worle can come to fight : .;.i ; r, ' 

And fightanddie, is death deftroying deaths* o • ub a&fi 
Where fearing dying, paietf death feruilebreath. 

Axm. My Father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearneto make a body of a limme. 

King, Thou chidft me well-, proud BAlinghrooke^ Icome 
To change blowes with thee for our dayof doome: 

This Ague-fit offearc is ouerblowne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne, 
yi ay Scroope, Wherelies our Vnckle with his power ? 
Speakefwectly man, although thy lookes be fower.” •- 
f™?" Mcniudgcby thecomplexion oftheskie, 

1 he ftate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by filial! and final]. 

To lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken : 

Your V nckle Yorks is ioyn’d with BuBwohroohe ' 

And all vourNortherne Caftles yielded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Vpon his pavtie. 

King, Thou haft fayd enough: 

Beffirew thee Coofin which didft lead me foorth 
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Richard the Sectmd. 

Of thatfwcet wa^y Iwgsin fo difpaire. 

What fay you now? What comfort haue wc now ! 
jBy heauen lie hate himeuerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of e^fott any Ifipte, , y 

Goe to Flint CafUe, there, ile pine away, 

A King woes flaue,iba!l kingly vtrpe obey % 

That power Ihaue;difi;harg«, and let them go 
T o eare the Land that fiath ionic hope grow X 
For I haue none; let no man fpeake agaiae 
T o alter this, for counfell is but vaine. 

Aum, My Liege one word. 

King. Hedoes nie double wrong, , ■ 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue 
Difcharge my followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to Bulimgbrookes faire day. ■ 

Enter BhII. York?, North* . 

Bull. So that by this intelligence we lcarne, 

The Welchmen arc-difpeaslHand Salisbury ? 

■Is gone to meete theKing,who lately landed 
With fome few pi iuate friends, vpon this coaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord.” 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head, 

York?. It would befeemethe Lord Noxihxmberland, 

T o fay. King Richard , alacke the beauie day, 

When fuch a facred King, fiiould hide his head* 

North. Your Grace miftakes;onely tobebriefc, 

Left I his title out. 

Yor.Thc time hath bin,fliouldyou hanebinfo briefe with 
Hcwouldhauebinfo.briefetoihortenyou, (him 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 

BA. Miftakc not (Vnckle) furtherthenyou fliould. 
Yorkt. Takenotfgood Coofin)further then you fhould 
Leaft.you miftakc theheauens are ouer your heads, 

Bui. I know it Vnckle, and oppofe not my fefe * 
Againft their willes. But, whocomes heerc r Enter Pere* 
Welcome Harry j What, will not this Cafte yceld- 1 
Hinder. The Caftle is Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thy entrance, : 

F 3 Bull. 
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Bull. Royally, why it containes no King. - 

H. Per.’YesfrnygoodLord) • • n;o , v 
It doth containe aKing,KingjRrfto//ii^ r! vU ■ . 

With the limits of y&n lime and (lone, 

And with himtheLbrd^wfr/^LordSalisbiiriei, JsoO 
Sir Stephen Scroope, beiides a Cleargie man 
Of holie refleretteeJWho I cannot learne . 1 ; *ocpc |y 

North, Oh b^likfc'fcfethdBifliop of Cetrleik. • 'J» „Y 
Bui* NobleLa^dsi- • • • i or: 5>f puon ouwi l id| 

Gototheruderibbesofthatancient Caftle, 

Through brafen Trumpetfend the breath of parlee 
Into his ruindeearcs, and thus deliuer. ' >L». - . 

H. Bui.- on both his knees^doth kilfeking Richards hand. 
And fends alkageance and truefaith ofheart a 
TohisRoyallperfon thither come * it i r fi\ j’j 
Euenat his feete,to lay my arraes andpower: t 

Prouided,that^niy banidnngdfccepeald, < i 
Andlands relHJflJdagaihebeTieel^graunted 3 . a! -VV ... f 
If not, ile vfefche adirahtageofuiy power, ‘ 

Andlay thefu miners dull with fliowres of blood, : 
Raihd-ftom the wounds of flaughteredEnglinlhmcn l - 
The which, how far offfrom themind of BuUiugbrnike 
It isjfuchchrimfontempcll fhould bedfencht, 

The frefh greene lapnf faire King Rtchardsluidy 
My Hooping dutie tenderlie fhall iliew. 

Go iignifie-as much, while here we march 
V pon the graffie carpet of this plaine 3 
Lets march without the noyfeof threatning drumme, 
That from this Caftles tattered battlements. 

Our faire appointments may be well perufd. 

Metlnnks King Richard and my felfe ihould mcetc . 
With no lejfeterrour then the Elements 
Of Fireand Water, when their thundringfinoake, 

At meeting teares the cloudycheekes of heauen. 

Be he the Fire, lie be the yeelding Water ; 

The rage be his,whilft on the earth 1 raigiae v . :1 
My Water s on the earth, and noton him: ’ 1 

March on> and marke King Richardiiowhelookcs. 



Rickard the Second* 

The Trumpet found, Rickard appear ethofi the wattes* 
See l" rr ^ rv\//»ir^ 

As dotli^the b 

Froth but the -- ,■ ; 

When he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 

To dimme his glorie, and to ftaine the tracke 
Of his bright paflage to the Occident. r: 

Torke. Yet lookes he like ; a ICiug,bcholq his eye? 
As bright as is the Eagles, lightens fporth 
Controlling Maieftie 5 alackefo^. woe, 



i^ecauic wcuiuugm 

And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awefull dutie to our meftnee s’ 

If we be not, ihew vs the hand QfkptJ ...... ■iVv 

That hath difinift vs from our Sfewardfhip : 

Eor well we kriow, no hand of bipod and bone. 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnlelfe he do pronhaHe’ftbale.’bf vfuroe : , , - 

And though you i_.__ „ 

Haue tome theirXpii^i,' oVjtBi 
Andw*ateb»M bWtWffehds £ 

Yetknow,my Mamdr &6~d omnipotent* 

Is muttering in HiscldTld's on our behalfe, ' 

A nfTlnfl<i A n/< n ^An4 bknx fU aU /Iwilr* 
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That lift your vallaile hands again ftmy head. 

And threat theglorie ofmy precious Crowne. 

Tell Bullingbreoke (for yorinie dunks he Hands) 
Thateuerie ftride he makes vnon'm/iand, . 

Is dangerous treafon? he is comi ! tjbobien :/r 5 ° r j J ! ! 
The purple Teftament orblecdi ng Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he look-es fbiyliue in peace, “ M ’ ' 

Ten thoufand bloody crpwnes of mothers lonrieSj. 

Shall ill become the flower of Englands face. 

Change the complexion of Mayd-pale-peace, 

‘ , r f ■ • "ft 
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ThWtAgedieof 
To fcarkt indignation, and bedeaw 
Her pffiH grtife wifh faithfullEnglift, blood. 

North. The King of Heairen forbid, our lord the km 
Should fo with ciuiH and vrtciudl armes ■ § 

Bcrulhtvpon, Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Hvrj 3 ulU»£br\>vk £ doth humbly kiilc thy hand 
And by the honourable Tombc he fwcares, 
ThatftanchvpOnyourroyall Grandlircs bones. 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods ' - 

And by the buried hand of Warlike <SW * 

And by the worth andhonoiir <#himfetK 
Comprifingaij [that may c f la# 

His comming hither hath hofurtherfcope n 
Then for his lineall Royalties, and to beeo t 
Infranehifemem immediate on his knees. 

Which on thy Roy all partie graunted once. 

His glittering Armes he will commend to rul 

and his heart ' 

ToEwhfull ftrUict ofyour 

This fwcares he, as he isa Prince iufl > 

And as I am a Gentlema^l U ° x f J ° 

H.s 2t>ble Coofin isright wefcbn^^^erT^ * 

Anaan the number of his faire demands . 

?«,vL ,, a fcompliiljt without contradidHoo, 

With all thegracious v iterance thou haft } " , ' 
f P c j c his gentle hearing kind commends ; 

We doe debafe our felues (Coofin) do wee not > 

To ookefo poorely,and tc fpeake fo faire ? 

Shall we call backc Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Frai'tour, and fo die ? 

-p 8°°^ ra y Lord, lets fi ght with gentle words, 

1 ill time lend friends, and friends their helpfull (words. 

Qwlt °h God that ere this tongue of mine, 
l nat laid the fentence,of dread banifhment 
On you proud man^ihould take itx>ffagaine. 

With words offdoth i Oh that I were as great. 

As 



Richard the Second , 

As is my grilfe, or leffer then niy name ! 

Or that I could forget what I haue been ! 

Or not remember what I muft be now J 

Swell ft thou (proud heart , ) Ilegiuctheefcopetobeat, 

Since roes haue (cope to beat both thee and nice# 

Axm. Northumberland comes backe from Bullmgbrookg, 
What muft the King do now ? muft he lubmit i 
The King /hall do it ; Muft he b&depofde i 
The King (hall be contented : Muft he loofe 
The name of a King? a Gods name let it goes 
I le giue my j ewels for a fet ofBeades x 
M/ gorgeousPallace/or a Hermitage: 

My gay Apparell, for an AlmeC-mans Gownei 
My figurde Goblets, for adilh of Wood : 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffer 
My Subiedls, for a payre of carued Saints : 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Crauct 
Alittlelittle Graue, an obfcureGraue* 

Or, ile be buried in thcKingshie way. 

Some way ofcommon trade, where fubie&sfeetc 
May hourely trample on their Soucraignes head , 

For on my heart they tread now w hilft I liue .• 

And buried once* why not vpon my head? 

^/W*,thou weepeft(my tender-hearted Coofin) 

Weele make foule weather with defpifed teares $ 

Our fighes, and they, fhalllodge the fummer corne, 

And make a dearth in this reuoltingland ; 

Or /hall we play the wantons with our woes. 

And makefome pretty match with (heading teares. 

And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place. 

Till they haue fretted vs a paire ofGraues 
lrliin the earth : and therein layde 5 their lies 
Two kinfmen dig’d their Graues with weeping eyes ? 

Would notthisill doe well? wellwelllfee, 

1 talke but idlely, and you laugh at mee. 

Moft m'ghty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

Ght mg Bull ™Z br °oh £ r will his Maieftie 

Giue Rtchardkmz toliue till Richard dial 

G ’ You 
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You make alegge,and Bullingbrookefayes I* 

North , My Lord, in the bale court he doth attend. 

To fpeakcwith you : may itpleafeyou to come downe. 

King. .Downe, downe I come, like glillermg Phaeton, 
Wanting the mannage of v nruly lades. 

In the bafe court, bale court where Kings grow bafe. 

To comeatTrayrorscalles,and do them grace. 

In the bafe court come do wne: downe court, downe King 
For night-owles flireeke where mounting larks ihould fing 
Bvll. What fayes his Maieftie? 

North. vSorrow and griefe of heart. 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a franticke man : 

Yet he is come. 

Bull. Stand all apart, 

And lhcw faire dutie to his Maieftie ? He k»eeles dome. 
My gracious Lord* 

King, Faire Coofin you debafeyourprinedy knee. 

To makethe bafe earth proud withkiffingit : 

Merather had my heart might fecle your loue. 

Then my vnplcafed eye fee your curtelie: 

Vp Cooftn vp, your heart is vp 1 know. 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low. 

Bull, My gracious Lord, 1 comebut for mine owne. 
King. Y our owne is yours, and I am yours and all. 
Bull. So farrebemine,my mod redoubted Lord, 

As my true feruicc (hall deferue your loue. 

King. Well you deferue : they well deferue to haue:, 
That know the ftrong’l! and fureft way to get . 
Vnckle,giue me your hands ; nay dry your eyes, 

Tearcs (hew their loue, but want therr remedies. 

Coofin, I am too young to beyour Father, 

Though you are old enough to be Hey re; 

Whatyou will haue. He giue, and willingtoo : 

For doe we rnuft, what force will haue vs do » 

Set on towards London, Coofin is it fo ? 

Bull. Yeamy good Lord. 

King. Thcnlmuftnotfayno* Exeunt. 

& Enter. 
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Richard t be Second, 

Enter the guemte with her attendants, 
gue. What fport lhall we deuife heere in this garden, 
To driue away the hcauic thought of care i 
Lady. Madam weelc play at bowles. 
gue. Twillmakemethinketheworld is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes again!! the bias* 

Lady. Madam wceledaunce. 

£ue. My legs can keepe no meafiire in delight. 

When my poore heart no meafurckeepes in griefe J 
Therefore no dauncing gfrle,fomc other fpott. 

Lady. Madam weele tell tales, 

Que. Offorrow or of griefe? 

Lady,< Of either Madam. 

J£ue. Of neither girle, « 

For if ofloy, being altogither wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of forrow ; 

Or if of griefe, being altogither fadd, 

It addes more forrow to my want of ioy: 

For what I haue Inecdenot torepeate. 

And what I want it bootes not to complainc. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

Quy, T is well that thou haft caufe. 

But thou (liouldft pleafe me better would!! thou weepe* 
Lady, I could wcepe Madam, would it do you good. 
guee. And I could ling would weeping do me good, 
And neuer borow any teareof thee. 

But ftay, heere commeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefe trees. 

My wretchednelfe vnto a row ofpincs. 

They will talke of Hate, for euery one doth fo. 

Again!! achangc woe is fore-runne with woe, 

Enter Gardiners. 

?° e hh ] d 4™/ V P y° n Angling Apricockcs, 
Which like vnruly children make theirlire 

Stoope with oppteflion of their prodigall weight: 
GiueJome fupportance to the bendingtwies. 

Goe thou, and like an executioner 

G * Cut 
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The Tragedieof 

Cut off the heads of two faft growing fprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth : 

Allmult beeueninourgouerment. 

^ ou thus imploydc, 1 will goe roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fueke 
The loyles fertilitie from holfome Flowers. 
v Man \ wll y ibould we in the compaffe of a Pale, 

K.eepe law and forme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modell our firme eftate. 

When our fea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
s full of Weedes ; her faireft Flowers choakt vp 
Her ri uit trees all vnprund her hedges ruinde, 

Her Knots difordered, and her holefome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard, Hold thy peace. 

He that hathfuffred this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of Leafe : 

The Weedes that his broade fpreading Leaucs did flielter. 
That feemde in eating him, to hold him vp, 

Are puld vp, roote and all, by Bnllmabrooke ; 

1 th t fIc ° f Bufhie, Greene. 

What, are they dead ? 

Gard. They are. 

And Balhngbroeke hath fe izd the vvaftfull King. 

Oh what pittic it is, that he had not fo trimde ° 

And dreft his Land; as we this Garden, attimeofyeere' 
Do wound thebarke, the skinneofour fruit trees/ 

Lea 1 being ouer-proud with fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe 
Had he done fo, to great and growing men. 

They might haue liude to beare, and he to tafte 
Their fruites of duetie : fuperfiuous branches 

h/hS P eawa /^ hat r b fanngi boughesmayline: 

Had he done k, Jimfelfe had borne the Crowne, 

Ma*. What , thinke you the King /hall be depofde? 
gard, Depreft he is already, and depofde ^ 

T’is 









Richard the Second, 

T’is, doubt he will be. Letters camelafi night 
To a deare friend of the Duke oiTorkcs^ 

Thatcell blacJcetidinges* 

Oh! I am prell to death through want offpeakim 

Thou old Adams likenes let to drelfe this Garden ^ 

How dares thy harfh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
Wha tEuei What Serpent hath filfieeftedrh/v* / ^ 

To make a fcond fall of curfed S * * ( ° ' WeSi 

Why doff thoufay King Richardis depofde? 

Darlf thou, thou little better thing then earth 

ri U ‘a C ,K S d k Wn u-i/ S 1 ay,wilere ’ when, and how 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges 'fpeake thou wretch ? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,yet what I fay is true : 

King Kichard, he is in the mighty hold 
O {Bullingbrcoke j their fortunes both areweyde. 

In your Lo. fcalc, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And lome few vanities that make him light • 

But in the ballance of great BullingbreolS, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Engliih Peeres, 

° d / eSj he j hei § hes King Richard downs, 
Poftyou to London, and you will findeitfo- & 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know,’ 

Nimble Mifchaunce^that artfnliek* cc 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me §h ofhote > 
•And am Ilaft thatknowesit? Oh thou thinkeft 
To feme melaft,that I may longeft kecpe 
Thy forrow in my breaft : come LadyeVsoc 
omeete at London, Londons King in woe. 

What, was I borne to this, that my fadd looke, 

Shouldgrace the triumph of great Bullingbreoty 

Pr/v d r te ‘ n§ T thcfen ewes of woe, K 

Heerc did (lie drop a teare,heerein this place 
Ilefetabancke ofRewfowre Hearbe-of-grace** 

G 3 * Row, 









Rew, euen for Ruth, hccrc ffiortly Hull be feene, 

In remembrance of sweeping Queene. Exeunt, 

Enter Bulltngbrooke, Aumerle , and others. 

Bull. Call) foorth Bagot. Enter Bagn. 

Now Bagot, freely fpeakc thy mind, 

What thou doft know ofnoble Gloccfters death, 

Who wrought it with the King, and who performdc 
The Blood ie office ofhis timelelfe end? 

‘Baqot. Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bull, Coofm, Band foorth, and looke vpon thatmam 
r Bagot, My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your daringtonguc, 
Scomes to vnfay what once it hath deliuered : 

In that dead time when Gloceftcrs death was plotted, 

I heard you fay. Is not my arme of length. 

That reacheth from the retlfull Engliffi court 
As farreas Calliccto mine Vnckles head l 
Amongft much other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather r efufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Then Bulliugbrookes returne to England, addingjwithall, 
How bleft this land would be in this your Coofins death, 
z/ium. Princes, and noble Lords, 

What an ( were ffiail I make to this b afe man l 
Shalllfo much diffionourmy faire ftarres. 

On equalltearmes to giue him chafticement ? 

Either I muff, or hauemine Honourfoyld 
With the attainder of his flaunderouslips ; 

There is my gage, the manuallfeale of death, 
Thatmarkes thee out for Hell : thoulieft. 

And will maintainewhat thou haftfayd, is falfe. 

In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine the temper of my knightly Sword, 

Bull Bagot, forbeare,thou fhalt not take itvp. 
ttsfum. Excepting one, 1 would he were the bell 
In ail this prefence, that hathmooud mefo. 

Fit z. If that Ay valour (land on fimpathi<% 

There is nay gage Aumerle, in gage to thine $ 



Steward the Second, 

By that faire Sunne that fhewes me where thou ftandft, 

I heard thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpakft it, 

Thatthou wert caufe of noble Giocefters death : 

If thou denieft it twentie times, thou lyeft, 

And I will turncthy falihood to thy heart, 

Whcreit was forged, with my Rapiers poynt. 
cAum. Thou darft not (coward) liue I to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now by my fbule, I would it were this hours* 
Jura. Fitzwaters, thou art damnd to hell for this, 

L. Her. Aumerle, thoulieft, his honour is as true, 

In this appeale,as thou art all vniuft. 

And thatthou art Co, there I throw my gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the extreameft poynt 
Ofmortallbreathing,ieize itif thoudar’ft. 

tAum, And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
Andneuer brandifh more reuengefull fteele 
Ouer tlfe glittering helmet ofmy foe. 

Another 2.1 take the earth to the like(for/wone Aumerle, ) 
Andfpur thee on with full as many lies. 

As it may be hollowed in thy trecherous care 
From finneto finne : there is my honours pawne, 

Ingage it to the tryaBif thou darft. 

Atm. Who fets.me elfe i by heauen He throw at all, 

I hauc a thoufand fpirits in one bread, 

To anfwere twenty thoufand fuch as you. 

Sur. My Lord Fitz water, I do remember well 
The verie time Aumerle and you did talke. 

Fnz. Tisvery true, you were in prefene then, 

Andyou can witneffe with me this is true. 

Sur. As falfe by heauen, as heauen itfeife is true. 



Fitz. Surrie, thoulieft. 



(fword* 



Sur. Difnonorable boy , that ly fhalllyfoheauicon my. 

That it (hall render vengeance and reuenoe ” 

Till thou thclie-giuer, and thatlie do lie, ° 

In earth as quietasthy Fathersfcull, 



Inproofewhereof there is my honours pawne 
ingage it to the tryaHif thou darft, V 
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Fitzt How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfe. 

If I dare eate , or drinke, or breath, or line, 
IdaremeetSurryinaWildernefte, 

Andfpitvpon himwhiift I fay he lyos, 
Andlyes,andlyes : thereis my bond of Fayth, 
Totietheeto my ftrongcorredion : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie of my true appeale. 

Befides jlhearethebanilhed Norffelkefay : 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men 
To execute the noble Duke of Caltce. 

sAum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gage, 
That Norfolke lyes, heere do I throw downethis, 

1 fhe may be repeald to try his honour l 
Bull, Thefe differences fhall all reft vnder gage , 

T ill Norfolke be repeald, repeald he fhall be. 

And Though mine enemie,reftor’d againe * 

To all his Lands and Signories ; when he is return'd , 
Againft ^Aumerle we will inforce his triall. 

(furl. That honorable day (hall neuer be feene : 
Many a time hath banifhtNorfelkefought 
For Iefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian held. 

Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian erode, ' «■< 

Againft blackc Pagans, T nrkes, and Saracens, 

And toyld with workes ofWarre, retir’d himfelfe 
ToItaly,and there at Venice gaue 
His Body toa pleaf ant countries earth. 

And his pure foule vnto his CaptaineChrift, 

Vnder whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull, Why Bifhop,isiVtf^%deadJ 
Carlt As fure as I liue, my Lord* 

Bull. Sweet peece conduct hisfweetfouleto thebofome 
Of good old Abraham : Lords appellants. 

Your differences (hall all reft vnder gage, 

T ill we afsigneyou to your dayes of triall. 

EntcrTorke, 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaftcr, I cometothee, 

From 



Am- 



Richard the Second, 

From plume-pluckt Richard, v/ho with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the pofteflion ofthyroy all hand.- 
Afcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And long liue Heme, fourth of thatnamc. 

Sul, In Gods name, He afcend the Regall throne* 
Carl. Mary God forbid. 

Worft in this Royall prefcncc I may fpeakc : 

Yet belt befeeming me to fpeakc the truth ; 

Would God any in this noble prefence* 

Were enough noble to be vprightludge 
Q{no\At r Rtchard : Then true inoblenctle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule' a wrong. 
Whatfubied can giuefentenceon his King? 

And who fits heere that is not Richards fubied i 
Theses arc notiudged, but they arebytoheare. 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them ; 

And fhall the figure of GodsMaieftie, 

His Captaine, Steward, deput/e, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, planted many yeares. 

Be judg’d by fubied and inferior breath. 

And hchimfelfe not prefent? Ohforfendit God, 
That in a Chriftian Climate foulcs refinde. 

Should fhew fo hainous blacke obfccne a decdc. 

I fpeakc to fubieds, and a fubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitor to proud Herefords King, 

And ifyou Crowne him, let me prophelie, 

The blood of EnglifH fhall manure theground. 

And future ages groane for his foule ad. 

Peace fhall goeUeepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this feat.c.of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound : 
Diforder,horror,feareand mutinie, 

Shall heereinhabit,and this land becald 
Thefield of Golgotha and dead mensskuls. 

H 
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Oh if you raifc this houfe againft his houfe, 
Itwillthewofulleft diuilion prooue. 

That euer fell v pon this curled earth j 
Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Leaft child, childs children crie againft you woe. 

North. Well haue you argued lir, and for your paincs, 
Of Capitalltreafon, we arreft you here : 

My Lord of Weftmmfter, be it your charge, 

To keepe him fafely till his day of triall. 

May it plcafcyou Lords, to graunt the common fuite, 
Fetch hither Richard, thatin common view 
He may furrenuer,fo we fhall proceed without fufpition. 
Totke. Iwillbehiscondud, 

Bui. Lords, you that are here, are vnder our arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your daies ofanfwerej 
Little are we beholdingto yourloue. 

And little looke for at your helping hands. 

Enter King Richard 

'Rich. Alacke why am ] fent for to a King, 

Before I haue lliooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd $ I hardlie yet haue learnt 
T o infinuate, hatter, bow, and bend my limbes ? 

Giue forrow leauc a while to tutor me to this fubmiffion J 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men, 

Were they not mine ? did they not fometimes crie alhaile 
Tome? Co Judas did to Chrifi ■, butheintwelue, 

Found truth in all but one ; I in twelue thoufand none : 
God faue the King, will no man lay Amen : 

Am I both Prieft and Clarke ; well then, Amen. 

God faue the King, although I be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if hcauen do thinke him mcc : 

To do whatferuice am I fent for hither : 

Tor kg. To do that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tired Maieftie did make thee offer j 
The refignation of thy State and Crownc 



To Harry Btdhngbrooke, 

Rich, Scaze the Crownc, 
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Richard the Second, 

Heere Coofin, on this fide my hand,& on that fide yourS* 
Now is this golden Crownc like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other, 

The emptier eiier dauncing in the ayre, 

The other downc vnfeene, and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of teares, am I, 

Drinking my griefe, whilft you mount vp on high. 

Bui. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne ? 

Ric. My Crownc I am, but ftill my griefes arc mine : 
You may my Glories and my State depofc. 

But not my Griefes, ffill am I King of thofe. 

Bui. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crown. 

Rich, Your caresfetvp,donotpIuckemy cares down: 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old.care done. 

Your care is gaine of care by new care won.* 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

Tliky tend the Crowue, yet ftill with me they ftay. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crownc ? 

Rich. I, no no I j for, I muft nothing bcc. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee. 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe .* 

I giue this heauie waight from off my head. 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owne teares I wafli away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue deniemy facred ftate. 

With mine owne breath releafcall duties rites. 

All pompe and Maie/fie I doe forfweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reuenewes I forgoc, 

My A dies, Decrees, and Statutes I denie .* 

God pardon all Oathcs that are broke tome, 
GodkeepeallVowes vnbroke thatfweareto thee: 
Makemethatnothing haue, with nothing gr cud, 

And thou with all pleafd, that haft all atehieud : 

Long may ft thou liue in Richards feat to fit, 

And foonelic Richard in an earthly pit : 

H z God 
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Godfaue King JFfonyvnkingd Richard hies. 

And fend him many yceres ofSun-ihines daies* 

What more remaines ? 

North. No more, but thatyou read 
Thefe acculations, and thefe grieuous crimes. 
Committed by your perfon, and your Followers, 

Againft the ftate and profite of this Land $ 

That by confefling them, the foules of men 
May deeme that you are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Mufti doefo? and mult Irauellout 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland } 

II thy offences were vpon record. 

Would it not ihame thee in fo faire a troope. 

To read alcdurecf them,ifthou wouldft. 

There (bouldft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depoling of a King, 

And crackingthe ftrong warrant of an Oath, 

Markt with ablot, damd in the booke of heauen ; 

Nay of you that ftand and looke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchednelle doth bate my felfe j 
Though fomeofyou (with ‘Pilate ) wa(h your hands, 

S hewing an outward pi ttie, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered me to my lowre CrolTe, 

And watercannot wafli away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpatch, read ore thefe Articles, 
Rich. Mine eyes are fujl oftearcs, I cannot fee 5 
And yetfalt water blinds them not fo much* 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay,if I turne mine eies vpon my felfe,. 

I find my felfe aTraitor with thereft ; 

For i haue giuen here my foules confent 
To vndeckethe pompous body of a King*. 

Made glorie bace, and Soueraigntie a flauc j 
Proud Maieftie a fubied, Stateapeafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord ofthine,thou haught infultingman, 
Nor no mans Lord 5 I haue no name, no title, 

No 



Richard the Second. 

No hot that name was giuen me at the Font, 

But tis vfurpt ; alacke the heauie day 
That I haue worne fo many Winters out. 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe, 

O that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

' Standingbeforethefunneof Bulltngbrooke, 

To melt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King*, and yet not greatly.goodj 
And if my name be ftarling,yet in England 
Let it command a mirrour hither ftraite 
That it may Ihew me whata face i haue, 

*■ Since it is banckrout of his Maieftie. 

Bui, Go Ibme of you and fetch a looking-glalfe, 

North. ReadorethispaperwhiletheGlalfe doth come,. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments meere I cometo Hell. 

Bui. Vrgeitnomore, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. T he commons will not then be fatisfi cd. 

Rich. They (hall befatisfied, He read enough, 

When I doe fee the vety Booke indeed. 

Where all my fumes are writ, and that's my felfe, 
Giuemethe glalfe: no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath lorrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 
Face of mine, and made no deeper wounds } 

Oh flattering Glalfe, like to my flollbwers in proiperitie! . 
Was this the lace that euery day vnder his 
Houfholdroofe did keepeten thoufand men? 

Was this thefacethatfaaftfo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft b yBMingbrookgl 
A brittle Glorie fliirieth in this face, 

As brittle as the Glorie is the face, 

For there it iscracktin a hundred fhiuers*- 
Marke filent King the morall of this fpor. 

How foooe my fbrrow hath deftroyd my face.. 

Bui. The lhadow ofyour lorrow hath deftroyd 
The fhadow of your face. 

'Rich. Say that againe : the lhadow of my forrew 5 , 

Ha lets fee : tis very true , my griefe 
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Lies allwithin, and thcfe extern all manners 
Ot laments aremeerely fhadowes tothevnfecnc, 

G riefe that ftvells with lilence in the tortured foule: 

And I thanke thee Kingthat not onely giueft 
Me cauleto wade, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more* 

Bull, N ame it faire Coofin. 

Rich, Faire Coofe, why? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubiech 
Being now afubietft, I haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer; beingfo great, I haue no need to beg. 
Bui, Yetaske. 

Rich. And fhall I haue it? 

Bui. You fhall. 

Rich, Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither l 

Ric. Whither you will, fol were from your fights, 

Bui. Goe fome of you conuay him to the tower. 

Rich. O good conuay, conuayers are you all. 

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall* 

Bui. On Wednesday next we folcmnely fet downe, 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felues. 

Exeunt, Manet Weft. Carleill , Aumerle . 
nAbbet. A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 

Car . The woe’s t© come ; thechildrenyetvnborne, 
Shall feele this day as fliarpe to them as thorne, 
iAum. You holy Clergicmen, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realme of this pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heercin, 

You fhall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent,butalfo to effcffc 
Whateuerl fhallhappento deuife: 

I (be your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eies of teares: 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot, 

Shall (hew vs all a merry day. ^ tur f ' 

— Em 



Richard the Second, 

Enter fftufene, with her attendants, 
ftftteene. This way the King will come, this is the way 
To Julius Cafars ill ere died Tower, 

To whofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
Is doomdeaPril’oner by proud Bullingbrooke. 

Heere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her trueKings Qneene. 

Enter Richard, 

Butfoft,butfee, orrather, donotfee. 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke vp, behold, 

Thatyou in pittiemay dilfolue to deaw. 

And walk him freili againe with true loue teares. 

Ah thou the mode 11 where old Troy did Hand 1 
Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toombe; 
And not King Richard: thou mod beauteous Inne, 
Why Ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 
When triumph is become an Alchoufegucft ? 

Rich. loyne not with griefe, faire woman, do notiQp 
To make my end too fudden, learne good foule, 

To thinke our former ftate a happy dreame, 

From which awakt, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I amfworne (brother fwcete^ 

To grimrae Neceftitie,andheandl 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to France , 

And cloyfter thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liues muft winne anew worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe.' 

Queene, What is my Richardboth in fhape and mind? 
Transformd and weakned i hath BuHtngbrooke 
Depofd thine intellcdl ? hath he been in thy heart.* 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, ifnothingelfe,with rage. 

To be o'repowerd; and wilt thou Pupil-Iifcc 
Take thy correction, mildly kiffe the rodde, 
Andfawneon Ragewithbace humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of beafts? 

King, A King of beafts indeed, if aught but btaft. 
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The Tragedie of 

I had been ftill a happy king ofraen. 

Good (fometime Queene) prepare thee hence for France, 
Thinkel am dead, and thaceuenhcerc thou takeft 
As from my death-bed my latt liuingleauc. 

In winters tedieus nights lit by the lire 
With good old folkes, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woefull ages long agoe betide. 

And ere thou bid good to quite theirgriefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fencelelfe brands will fimpathy 
The heauy accent of thy moouing tongue. 

And in companion weepe the fire out ; 

And fome will mournc in allies, fome cole blacke, 

For the depoiing of a rightfull King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My Lord, the mind of 'Bullingbrooke is changd, 
You mu ft to Pomfret, not vnto the Tower. 

And Madam, there is order taneforyou. 

With allfwiftfpeed you muft away to France. 

King. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullmgbroeke afeends my throne. 

The time fliallnotbemany bouresofage 
More then it is, ere foule finne gathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption, thou (halt thinke. 
Though he deuide the Realme, and giue thee halfe, 

It is toolittle, helping him to all; 

He fhall thinke, that thou which knowft the way 
To plant vnrightfull Kings, will know againe, 
Beeingnercfolittlevrgdanotherway, 

T o plucke him headlong from the v furped throne, 

• The louc of wicked men conuerts to feare. 

That feare, to hate; and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy danger and deferued death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end : 
Takeleaueand part, for you muft part foorthwith. 

King. Doubly diuorc't, (bad men ) you violate 
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Richard the Second* 

A twofold mariage, betwixt my Crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

Let me vnkiire the oath betwixt thee and me: 

And yet not Co, for with a kilfe t’was made. 

Part vs Northumberland,! towards the North, 

Where Ihiuering cold andfickenefte pines the clime : 

My Wife to France, from whence fet foorth in pompe, 

She came adorned hither, like fwcete May, 

Sent backe likeHollowmas,or Ihortft of day. 

guee. And muft webedeuided ? mutt we part? 

’ King. I, hand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 
Queen. Banilh vs both, and fend the King with me. 

King. T hat were fome loue, but little policie. 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither let me goc. 

King. So two togither weeping, makeone woe; 

Weepe for me in France, I for thee here,. 

Better fane off then neerebe nearetheneerc: 

Goe count thy way with fighes, I mine with groancs. 
Queen. So longcft way lliall haue the longeft moanes. 
Kmg. Twife for one ftep He grone, the way being lliort. 
And peccc the way out with aheauic heart. 

Come, come, in wooing lorrow lets be briefe. 

Since weddingit, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kiffe (hall ftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, ' 
Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Queen. Giue me my owne againe, twere no good part, 
To take on me to k-eepe, and kill thy heart. 

So now I haue mine owne againe, bc'gone. 

That I may. ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

King. Wcmake Woe wanton with this fonddelay, 
Oncemorc adew, the reft lctforrow.foy. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofTorke and theDutchejfe, 

K>ut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory 
OfourtwoCoofins comminginto London. 

Torke, Where did 1 leaur ? 

Dutc. Atthatladftop myLord, 

' I ) Where 
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Where rude mifgouemd hands from windowes tops, 
Threw dull and rubbifh on KiarRicbardshud. 

Torke. Then ( as I laid) the Duke great BuUmthroekt 
Mounted vpon a liote and fierieftcedc. 

Which his afpiring rider feemd to know 
With (low, but ftately pace kept on his courfe, 

VVhile all tongues cridc, God faue the Bulliugbrooke^ 

You would haue thought the very Windowesfpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that all the Walks, 

With painted imagery had layd at once, 
lefu preferue the welcome Bullingbrotke , 

Whilft he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Bcfpakc them thus, 1 thanke you Countrymen ; 

And thus (till doing, thus he part along. 

Dm. Alacke poore Richard , where rides he the whilfi ? 
Yorke , As in a Theater the eyes of men. 

After a well graced Aftor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinkinghis prattle to be tedious: 

Euen lo, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did lcoule on gentle Richard , no man cried God (auehinu 
No ioy lull tongue gaue him his welcome home, 

But dull was throwne vpon his facred head; 

Which with fuch gentle furrow he fhooke off. 

His face fiill combating with tearcs and /miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience*, 

That had not God for forrte ftrong purpofe ftechl 
The hearts of men, they mull perrorcenaue melted, 

A nd Barbarifme it /clfe haue pittied him; 

But heauen hath ahand in thefe euents. 

To whole high will we bound our ealme contents, 
are we fwornc fubieft now. 

Whole ftate and honour 1 for ave allow. 

Hecre comes my lonne Au merle. (StiurtAm. 

Yorks* 
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Yorke, Aumerle that was, 

But that is loft, for being Richards friend : 

And Madam, you muucall him Rutland now : 

I am in Paliament pledge for his trueth 
And lading fealtie to the new made King, 

Dot. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violetsnow , 
That ftrew the greene lappe of the new-comc fpring. 

Awn, Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes I had as liefe be none as one. 

r*rkg. Well, beare you well irrthis new/pringoftime, 
Lcalt youbecropt before you come to prime# 

What newes from Oxferd’do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

Turks* You will be there I know. 

Aunt. If God preuent notlpurpofe lo. 

Yorke. What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofomc 
Y ea, look ft thou pale /let me fee the writtine. 

Aum. My Lord tis nothing. 

Yorke. No matter then who lee it, 

1 will be fatiffied, let mee fee the writting. 

Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of /mall conference, 

Which for Tome reafons I would not hauefeene.' 

1 S' 1 ° r f ° me reaf ° nS ( f,r) In;eAnc 

Dut. What fhould you feare* 

Tisnothing butfome band that he is entredinto 
For gay anparrell againft rhe triumph. 

Yorke, Bound to himfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
Thames bound , ai Wife, thot, aria foole, 
t>oy : let me fee the writting 9 

Tteafo, .fouled 

Dut. What is thematter, my ford / * 

Yorks, Ho, who is within there? faddlemyhorfe: 

1 £ God 
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God for his mercy i whatTrcchcry is heere ? 

Du. Why, what is it my Lord? 

7 orke. Giue me my bootes I fay, fadlc my horfc, 

Now by mine honour, my Life, my troth, 

1 will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

7 orke. Peace folifh woman. 

Date. 1 will not peace, what is the matter Aumerle} 

Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my [soorclifemuft anfwcre. 

'Duck Thy life anfwerc ? 

7 orke. Bring me my bootes, I will vnto theKing. 

Hu man enters with his bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle , poore boy thou art amazd. 
Hence villaine neucr morecome in my light. 

7orke. Giue me my bootes 1 fay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do ? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpaife of thine ownc ? 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are we like to hauc ? 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my fairc fonne from mine age. 
And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 
Ishenotlikethee? is henot thine owne? 

Yorke. Thou fond madwoman, 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament , 

And interchangeably fetdo.vne their hands, 

To kill the King at Oxford, 

Du. He (hall be none , weele keepe him heere. 

Then what is that to him? 

7or. Away fond woman, were he twenty times my fon, 
I would appeach him. 

Du. Hadfl thou groand for him as I haue done, 

Thou wouldft be more pitiful] : 

Butnow I knowthy mind, thou doft fufpeft 
That I haue bcene difloyall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne .• 

Swecte 



■ 



‘ 



Richard the Second* .. 

Sweete Yorke, fweetc husband be not ofthat rpi.nd* 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Not like me or any ofmykinne, 

Andyetllouehim. 

Yorke. Make way vnruly woman. £ xtt > 

Du. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon historic. 

Spur, port, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee. 

He not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fall as Yorke, 

* And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, 

- Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, be gone* 
Enter the King with his Nobles . 

King H. Can no man tell me of roy vnthriftie fonne? 
Tis full three months fince I did fe him laft j 
If any plague hang euer vs, tis hee ; 

I would to god my Lords, he might be found : 

Inquire at London, mongft the Tauernes there, 

Forthere they fay, he dayly doth frequent, 

With vnrcltrained loofe companions, 

' Euen fuch ( they fay ) as (land in narrow lanes. 

And beate our watch,and robbe our paffengers. 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy. 

Takes on the point of honor to fupportfodillblute a crew 
H. Per. My Lord, fome two daies fince I faw the Prince 
And told him of thoie triumphs held at Oxford. 

King. And what faid the Gallant ? 

Pcrcie. His anfwere was, he u ould f o the fleves, 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a glotie, 

And weare it as a faucur.and with that 
He would vnhorfe the luflieft Challenger. 

KingH- Asdiffolute as defperate, yet through both 
I fee fome fparkles of better hope, which elder yeares . 
May hapily bring forth. But who comes hccrc? 

Enter nyiumtrle am AKed. 

nAum. Where is theKing? (fo wildly? 

King H, What, m canes our coofin that he flares & looks 
I 3. Aum, 
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Atm* God faucyour Grace; I do befecch your Maiefty 
T o haue fume conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues, and leau c vs here alone; 
What is the matter with our Coofinnow? 

Aum. For eucr may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nlelle a pardon ere I rife or fpcake. 

King. Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the fir ft, how hainous ere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue that I may turne the Key, 
That no man enter till my talc be done. 

King. Haue thy delirc. 

The “Duke of Torke knocks at the doore and crjetk, 

Torke. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou haft a T raitor in thy prefence there. 

King. Villaine, ilemake thee lafe. 

At, Stay thy reucngefull hand, thou haft no caufeto feare 

Torke. Open the doqre, fecure foole, hardy King: 
Shall I for loue fpeakc treafon to thy face ! 

Open thed oore, or I will breake it open , 

King. What is the matter vnckle, fpcake, recouer breath, 
Tell vs, how neere is danger. 

That we may arme vs to encounter it i 

Torke, Perule this writing here , and thou flialt know, 
The treafon that my haft forbidsme fhow. 

Ah. Remember asthou read’ft, thy promifepaft, 

I doc repent me, reade not my name there, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Torke. It was (Villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe: 

I tore it from the traitors bpfomc (King) 

Feare, and nos loue, begets his penitence: 

Forgetto piety him, left thy pitty prooue 
A ferpent, that will ftingthee to thee '■ ’art. 

King. O heynou s, ftrong, and bold confpiracie I 
O loyall father of a treacherous fonne ! 
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From whence this ftreamc through muddie paflagea 
Hath hald his current, and defilde himfelfcj r 
Thy ouerflow of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboundant goodnetfe lhali excufe 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Torke. So lhali my Vertue, be his Vices baude. 

And he lhali fpend mine honor, with hisfhame. 

As thriftles Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gold : 

Mine honour liues when his diihonour dies , 

Or my Ihamdelife in his dilhonor lies : 

Thou kilft me in his life giuinghim breath. 

The traitor liues, the true man's put to death. 

Dutch. Whit ho, my Liege for Gods fakcletme in,. 
Rmg. what fhrill voye’d fuppliant makes this cgercry? 
Vutc. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis I, 
bpeake with me, pittie me, open the doore, 

A Begger begs, that neuer begd before. 

Kim, Qur fcenc is altered from a ferious thing, 

And now changde to the Beggarand,th« King: 

My dangerous Coofin, let your Mother in, 
i know Ihe is come, to pray for your foule finne. 

It thou do pardon vvhofocuer prays 
More hnnes for this forgiuenes, profper may : 

This feftred loynt cut off, thereft reft found, 

1 hisletalone, will all the reft confound. 

But. Oh King, bcleeue not this hard-harted man.' 

Loue louing not it felfe, none other can 

But. Not yet I thee befecch, 

For eucr will I walke vpon my knees. 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees,, 
dill thou giue ioy ; vntill thou bid raeioy, 

** pard oning Rutland, my tranfgrelfing boy. 

Ah. Vnto my mothers praiers I bend mv knee 
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Torkct Againft them both my true ioynts beaded be, 

111 mayft thouthriue if thou graunt any grace. 

Bute, Pleadcs he in earnclt ? lookevpon his face : . 

His eyes do drop no tcares, his prayers arc in ieft, i 
His words do come from his mouth, ours from our bread: 
He prayes but faintly, and would bedenide, 

Wc pray with heart and foulc, and all beiidet 
His weary ioyntswould gladly rife I know, 

Ourknces ftillkneeletillto the ground they grow : 

His prayers are full of falfe hypocryfie. 

Ours of true zeale and deepe integri tie : 

Our prayers doe out- pray his, then let them hauc 
That mercy which true prayer ought to hauc. 

King. Good Aunt (land vp. 

Bute ♦ Nay,docnotfay,ftandvp; 

Say pardon firft, and atterwards (land vp, 

And iflwercthy nurfethy tongucto teach. 

Pardon ihould be the firft word ofthyfpcacn: 

I neuer longd to hcare a word till now, 

Say pardon King, let pittic teach the hov: 

The word is fliort, but not fo Ihort as fwcetcy 
No word like Pardon for Kings niouthe s lo raecte. 

Tor he. Speake it m French, King fay, Tardomemoj, 
Dwrc.Doft thou teach pardon? pardon to dcifroy: 

Ah my fowrc Husband, my hard hearted Lord 

Thatietsthe word it felfe againft the wordj. . • u > 

Spcakepardon astis currant inour Land, 

The chopping French we do not vnderltand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue t sere, 

Or irTth’y piteous heart, plant thou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doc pierce, 
Pittie may mooue thee pardon ro rehear! e. 

Kin<rH. Good Aunt ftandvp. 

Butch, Idoenotfueto ftand*, • 

Pardon is all the fate 1 haue in hand. ;• 

Tire I ptf donhinras God (lialkpardon me. 

Buie* '0 vaAage ofa Reeling knee. . y 



Richard the Second. 

Yet am I ficke for fearc, fpeake icagaine 5 
Twice Ikying Pardon, doth not pardon twain?, 

But makes one Pardon ftrong. 

King. I pardon him with all my heart. 

T)utch. A God on earth thou art. 

King. Butforourtrufticbrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftruftion ftrait fliall dog them atthehceles, 

Good V nckle, helpc to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefetraitours are. 

They fliall net liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

V nckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooueyou true. 
c Dutc. Come my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 
Exeunt, Manet Sir Pierce Exton, &c, 

Exton.Didft. thou notmarketheK. what words he fpake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuine feare? 

Was it not fo? 

Man. Thefewere his very words. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did he not / 

Man. He did. 

Exton. And fpeaking it, he wiftly lookt on me. 

As who fliould fay, I would thou wert the man. 

That would diuorcc this tcrroHr from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, lets go, 
i am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt 

Enter Richard alone. 

ru^ C n*-r' ^ lauc k een ft u dying howto compare 
1 his Pnfon where I liue, vnto the world : 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere i>not a creature butmy felfe, 

1 can not doit ; yet He hammer it out: 

My braine 1 le prooue the female to my foule; 

My oulethc father, and thefetwo beget 
A generation of ft. 11-breeding thoughts 5 

K ’ And 
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And thefe faime thoughts people this little world, 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diuiueareintermixt 

Withftruples, and do fet the word is felfe 

Again!! thy word, as thus: Come little ones,& then againe 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammell 

T o thread the fmall pofteme of a fmall needles eye : 

T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
V nlikelie wonders : how the!e vaine weake naylcs 
May teare a palfage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles : 

And for they cannot die in their ownc pride, 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themftlues, 

That they are not the fir ft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor Ihall not be the laft, like feely beggars $ 

Who fitting in theStockcs,refnuge their fhame, 

That many haue, and others mu ft fit there. 

And in this thought they find a kind of cafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backfc • '«f 

Of fuch as haue before indurde the like* 

T hus play I in one Prifon many people, 

And none contented ; fometimes am I a King, 

T hen T reafons make me wifli my felfe a Begger, 

And fo 1 am : then crufliingPenurie 
Perfivadesme I was better when a King j 
Then am 1 aKing againe, and by and by, 

Thinke that lam vnkingd by Bttllingbrooke, 

And ftraightasn nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing, fliall be pleafcle, till he be eafdc 
With being nothing Muficke do I hearc j Lftfujicksp fates. 
Ha, ha, keepe time ; how fowrefweete Muficke is 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens liues : 
Andhecrehauelthe daintincflcof care 
To chcckc Time broke in difordcrcd firing; . 

But 
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But for the concord ofmy Bate and time, 
had not an eareto heare my true time broke: 

I wafted T ime, and now doth time wafte me : 

For now hath time made his numbring clocke ; 

My thoughts are minutes, and with fighes they iarre, 
There watches on v nto mine eyes the outward watch, 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now lir,thefound thattels whathowre it is, 
Areclamorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart, 
Which is the Bell;: fo fighes, and Teares, and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes, Times, and Houres: butmy Time 
Runnes porting on in Btellingbr cobs proud ioy, 

While! ftand fooling heere his iacke of the clocke: 
This Muficke maddes me, let it found no more 
For though it hath holp maddemento their wits! 
Inmeitfeemesit will make wife men madde. 

Yet blefling on his hearcthat giues it me. 

For t’is a ligne of louc : andloue to Richard, 

Is a ftrange brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter a Groome of the Stable. 

Groome. Haile royall Prince. 

Rich, Thanks noble Peerej 
The chcapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and howcommeft thou hither, 

Where no man euercomes but that fad Dogo C ] 

That brings me foode to make misfortune hue > 

inn!' 00 ”?' 1 was a P oore Groomeof thy ftable,Kine, 
When thou wert King j who trauelling towards Yorke. 
With much adoe ( at length; hauc gotten leau e 
Tolooke vpon my fometimes royall maifters face : 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when 1 beheld 
In London ftreets that Coronation dav, 

Wbzn BuHmgbroeke rode on Roane Bafbarie, 

1 hat Horft, that thou fo often haft beftride, 
ihatHorfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rxh, Rode he on Barbaric, tell me gentle fiicnd, 

K z 




How 



TheTragedie of 

How went he vnder him ? 

Groome « So proudlie,as ifhe difdaind the ground. 

Rich. So proud that Bullingbrooke was on his backer 
T hat lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand $ 

This hand hath madehim proudwith clappinghim : 
Would he not Humble ? would he not fall downe l 
Since pride muft haue a fall, and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that didvfurpehis backed 
Forgiuenefte Horfe, why do I ray le ©n thee } 

Since thou created to. be awde by man, 

Waft borne to beare, I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet l beare a burthen like an Aire, 

Spurde, galde, and ty rde by iauncing 'Bullingbxooke . , 

Keeper. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer ftay. 

Rich, Ifthouloue mentis time thou wert away. 

Groo. What my tonguedares not, that my heart fhallfay. 

Exit Groome. Enter one to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to ? 

Rich. T aft of it fir ft:, as thou wertwont to do. 

Keeper. My Lord 1 dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the King, commands the contrary 

Rich. The Deu ill take Henry of Lancafter and thee; 
Patience is ftale, and I am wearie of it.. 

Keeper. Helpe,helpe,helpe. 

The murderers rujh in. 

Rich. How now, what, mcancs Death in this nidealfaulft 
V illaine thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goethqu and fill another roome in Hell. 

Hccre Exton Jlrikes him downe. 

Rich. That hand (hall burne in ncuer-quenching fire, 
That ft aggers thus my perfon .• Exton, thy fiercehand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftaind the kings own eland 
Mount, mount my foule,thy fcatc-is vp on hie, 

Whilft my grpfie fiefh finkes downeward heere to die. 1 

Exton. As full of valour, as of Royall blood : 

Both haue I fpild ; Oh would the deed were good ! 

For now the Deuill that told me I did well, 



Richard the Second. 

Sayes that this deed is chronicled in Hell; 

This dead King to the liuing King ile beare, 

Takehence the reft, & giue them buriall heere. Exit. 



Enter Bullingbrooke with the Duke of York** 

King. Kind Vnckle Yorke,thelateftnewes we beare*, 
Is, that the Rebels haue confirmed with fire 
Our towne Ciceter in Glocefterfliire 
But whether they be fane or fiaine, we beare not* 
Welcome my Lord, what is the newes l 
Enter Northumberland. 

North. Firft, to thy facrcd ftate wifti Fall happindTes 
The next newes is, I haue to London fent 
The heads of Oxford, Salisburie, and Kent*-. 

The manner-of their taking may appeare. 

At large difeourfed in this paperheerc 
Ktng. We thanke thee gentle Percie for thy paines> 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines, 



King. Thy paines Fitz : /hall not be forgot. 
Right noble is thy merit well Xwot. 



jl nt er L/ora t itzjwatcrs* 

Tp? ’ Wn 1 rd ’ 1 haue from ° xford fentf o London, 
1 he heads of Broccas, and lirBenet Seely * 

Two of the dangerous conforted Traytors* 

That (ought at Oxford thy dire ouerr hrrmr 



Enter Henrie Percie. 

vf.Z' i Tile S r i aunc l confpirator Abbotof Weftminfter, 
i h clogge of confidence and lowre melancholia 

HathyedJedvpbisbodytothtGMu" ° ’’ 

Buc here is Crr/w/liuing, to abide 

K t ^ n r y iT u C> and fcntcncc of his pride,. 

King (arled, rhisisyourdoome, 

Lhoofc out fome fecret place, fome reuerend r 

and wirh fi 'oy thy life, 

F° or a it“ iU ’ (t ‘ n pCaCC ’ t free ftrifii 

or though mmeenemie thou haft euer been 
High fparkes of Honour in thee hauelftent 
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Enter Exton with the Coffin, 
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Exton. Great King, within th is Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare : hccreia all breathleftelies 
The mightieft of thy greatell enemies, 

Rtchard of Burdeanx^ oy me hither brought. 

Kmg. Exton , I thanke thee not,for thou haft wrought 
A deedc of daughter v\ ith thy fatal! hand, 

V pon my head, and all this famous land. . j . . v.' 

Exton. From your owne mouth (my Lo.)did I this deed 
King. They loue not poyfon, tliatdo poylon need, 
Nor oocl thee, though I did wilh him dead;, 
lhate the murthercr, loue him murthered; 

Theguiltof confidence take thou for thy labour. 



But neither my good word, nor Prmcclie fanour: 

W ith Came go wander through the lhade of night, 

And neuer (hew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords,! proteft my (bale is full of woe, • 

That blqqd fhouklfprinckle me to make me grow: 

Come mournc with hje,;for what I doe lament. 

And put on fullenblacke incontinent: 
lie make a voyage to the Holy land, 

T o wafh this blood off from my guiltiehand. 

March fadly after, grace my mournings heerc, 

In weeping after this vntimely Bcerc. V*-./- A 

V JodtfA irnciKihioi h .utr-orl’i v'i 
Joffi oiv/o: ,z> : , • 

FINIS. 

‘JaKlfcO:? ... 1 : 1 • ' v ;, 

:*sbbrj vA s-i/k cm 
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HISTORY OF 

Henrie the fourth. 



With the Battel! at Shrewfeburie, betwecne 
the King, and Lord Henrie Percy, fur- 
named Henrie Hotfpur of the North. 

Jk 

VVith the humorous eonceites of Sir 
tehn Falftafe. 

Newly corre&ed by W. Shak£-fpem> 



LONDON, 



at hisjhop in Panic* Church-yard* neere vato S 
ssfftgujhm Catenae thc% nC oftheF©^ * 






The Hiftorie of 

Henrie tta fourth. 



Enter tpt Ki»g % Lori lohtt of LartcAfer i Enrli of 
WeftmtrUfid, with others, 

King. - 

B Olhaken as weare,fo wan with care, 

Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant, 

And breath Ihort winded aceentsofnewbroilcs 
To be commenc’t in ftrondj a fWc-remotc : 

No more the thirftie entranceofthis foile, 
|Shalldaubehcr lippeswith hefowne children? 
No more iW trenching Warre channel her- fields, (bloods 

Nor bmfe her flourcR with the armedhoofes 
Ofhoftilepaces : thofeoppoCed eyes, 

Which like the Meteors ofa troubled heauen, 

All of one nature,ef one fubftance bred. 

Did lately mcete in the inteftine Ihocke, 

And furious clofe of ciuill butchcrie. 

Shall now in mutuall wel-befceming ranches, 

March all one way , and be no more oppos’d 
Againft acquaintance, kindred and ail yes. 

The edge of warre, like an ill-fheathed Knife, 

No more ihall cut his Maifter : therefore friends, 

A s farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

W hofe fouldier now vnder-whofc bltfied CrofTe, i 
We are imprefled and ingag’d t o fight, 

Foorthwith a Englijh Ihall weleuy, 

Whofe armes were moulded in their mothers wojnbe, 

T o chafe thefc pagans in thofehol y fieldes, 

Ouer whofe acres vvalkt thofe b'clfedfeete* 

A a ; • • which' 
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ai^*^feVdir06n. . 

But this our purpofe is twclue month old, 

And booties tis to tell you yy&vy jtl go. f 

Therefore weiheetenotubiv: theiuet utehearc 
Ofyou my gentle Coofen Weftmerland, , , 
Whatyefternightour Counfelfclid deefeie, 

In forwarding this deere expedience. 

Wcfti My liege, this h?f\a was hotin queftion. 
And many limits ofthschargefetdqvyne 
But yefternight,when all athwart there came 
A Poft from Wain, loaden with heauy newesj 
Whofe vvorfl w;as, that the noble Mortim&s : 
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Wasby thcrudel^pj^pfthai^glphgiaiit^ijten, v ' * 

A thouf^dof hif pft^ple f^tch.fered: . Vi 

Vpon jwBofc dead corps there was fuchmifufe, 

* Suchhea%to.ekj transformation 
By thole Welchwomeo done, as may not be 
{Without much /hamelretoldor fpol^ 0 f. ; :w - q , . 

King. It feetpestheiJ, that the. tidings of this brpile,: Vf\Vt 
Brake olfour bufmes the Holy land. 

Weft. Thismatcht with other like, my gracious L. 

Far more vneuen and vn welcome newes, J / 

Came from the Nor»t'h, and thns it did report. • 

On Holy-roodeJdfjffj&e gall mt.Heifrvrthirp <• .-! • f/t 

Young Harry Percy, -ariA- biautstArchibald, 

That euer valiant and approued fifth 

At Holmedonmet, where they did fpend .. ‘.r- 

Afadand bloody hom e ; 

Asbyd.ichar^^firA^wejobii r w< , • „ . 

And fliape of hkehhopd th'ern^sAva'S.tpldf.;!-, . • 

For hethat brought chem,intheyery heate 
And pride of'theiccontention.didtakcHorfe, 
Vncertaineofthe ifliifiany way., ; . , J; -'. ; j . 

King. Here is adeftt^ ahd. trueiridullri.ojvsftisnd, . , • • 
Sit Witter l limt, new lighted from hi c Horfe, 



Henry the fourth , 

Stainde with the variation of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Holmedon,zn& this feat of oursj 
And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcome newer, 
The Earle of Dmvglas is difeomfited, 

- Ten thoufand bold Scots, t wo and twentie Knights 
Balkt in their o wne blood did Sir Walter fee 



Oa.Holmedons'phlnesiolfiKonersHotftmrtooke 
tdlfordake Earle of Fife, and eldefl: fonne 
To beaten Dowglas and the Earle of zsitholl 
Of tJMurrey,<is4ngus,-&VL<h CMenteitb : 

And is not this an honourable fjpoyle? 

A gallant prize ? Ha,Copfenis knot ? In fay tliic is. 

Weft. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

Kmg. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ft me Gnnc 
In enuy,that my Lord Northumberland, 

ShoiiUJEe tjbe %ther of jfqbleft^Sonne : ' 

A Sonne, who is the Tbyame of Honours.tohguc, 
AraongftaGroue, the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is tvs eete Fortunes Minion and her pride, 

Whilft I by looking on thepraifcofhim, 

Se^Rypt and Pifhpppur Paine the brow 
Of my young Harry. Q that it could beprou’d, 

That fomemght-trippingA^fy had exchangdc 
In Cradleclothes,om Children where they lay, 

And cal’d mine Percy, his Plant agenet\ 

Then would I liaue his Harry, and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughtes : What thinke j ou Coofe 
Of this.youngPyraar pride i ThePrifoners 
Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde. 

To his o wne vfc he keepes,and fendes me word 
I.fhallhaue none but (JPtordake Earle of Fife. 

This is his Vncklcs teaching j This i sWorcefier, 
Maleuolcnt to you in all afpeftes : 

Which makes him prune himfelfe.and brittle vp 
The creflof Youth againftyourdignitie. 

King. But I haue fent for him to ajifwere this : 

And for this caufc a while we muftne°-le’a 
Our holy purpofe to Jyruftlem. 
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Coofen.on Wednefday next, our counfell we will hold 
At tVinfor, fo informer the Lords : 

But come your fclfe with fpeed to vs againe. 

For more is to be fayd.and to be done, 

Then out ofanget canbe vttcred, 

W*ft. I will my Liege. 

Enter Prince of tValet and Sir John Faljfajfe. 

Falf. NowH^, what timeofday isitlad? 

Prince. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Saclce, 
and vnbuttoning thee after flipper, & fleeping vpon Benches 
after noone, that thouhaft forgotten to demaund that trurfy, 
which thou wouldeft truely know. What a deuill haft thou to 
doewith the. time of the day ? vnlcffe houres were cups of 
Sacke,andminutes Capons, Sc, Clocks thetongues of Bawdes, 
and Dials the fignes of Leaping houfes, and the biefted Sunns 
himfelfe. a .fairs hot Wench in flamc-coulered Taffataj I fee 
no reafonwhy thou fhouldcft be fviperfluous to demaund the 
time of the day. 

Falf v Indeed you come neere me now Hal, for we that take 
Purfcs, goe by the Mooneand feuen Starres, and not by Phu~ 
bus, he, that wandring knight fo faire: and I prethee fwcete 
wagge, when thou art King, as God faue thy Graee j Maicfty 
I fhould fay,for Grace thou wilt hauenone. 

Prince. VVhatnone! 

Falf. No by my troth, net fo much as will feme [to be pro- .. 
logue.to an Egge and Butter. 

Prince. V V clljhow then i come roundly, roundly. 

Falf. Mary thcn,fweet wag, when thou art King, let not vs 
that are Squires of the nights body,be called Theeucs of the 
day es beauty :let vs beDianau Forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
/hade, minions ofthe Moone 5 and let men fay, we be men of 
good gouernment, being gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble 
and chart Mrftris theMoone 5 vnder whofc countcnaunce we 
ftcalc. 

Prince. Thou fayeft well, and it holdes well too, for the for- 
tune of vs that are the Meones men, doth ebbe and flow like 
rheSea, being gouerned as the Sea is by the Moone$ as for 

proofs. 
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proofc.Now a Pur fc of gold raoft refolutely fnatcht on Mon- 
day night, and raoft diflelutly fpent on Tuefday morning i 
got with fwcaring lay by, and fpent with crying bring in: 
now inas low an ebbeasthefoote of the Ladder, and by &by 
in as high a flow as the ridge ofthe Gallowes. * , 

Falf. By the Lord thou laieft true lad : and is not my Ho- 
ftefle of the T auerne a mo ft fweet wench ? 

Prince. As the hony of Htbla, my old lad of the Caftlcj and is 
nota Buffclerkinamoft fweet robe of durance? 

Falf. How now, how now mad wagge, what in thy quips 
and thy quiddities? What a plague haue I to doe with aBuflc 
Ierkin ? 

Prince. Why what a poxe haue I to doe with my Hoftcflc 
ofthe Taucrne? 

Falf. Well, thou haft cald her to a reckoning many a time 
and oft. 

Prince. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Falf No,Ile giue thee thy due, thou haft payd all there. 

Erin. Y ca and elfe where, fo far as my coyne would ftrctchj 
and where it would nor, I haue vfed my credit. 

Falf. Yea, and. fo vfde it, that were it not hecre apparent lhat 
thou art Heire apparant.But I prethee fweet wag, fhal there be 
Gallows ftanding in England when thou artKing? & refolttti- 
on thusfubd as it is with the rufty curb of old father antick the 
Law : doe not thou when thou art a King,hanga Thccfc. 

Prin. Nojthouihalt. 

Falf. Shall I? O rare ! by thcLord lie be a braue Iudge. ’ 

Prin. Thou iudgeft falfe already .1 meane thou /Halt haue the 
hanging oftheThccucs.andfo become a rare Hangman. 

Falf Well Hal, well, and in fome fort itiumpes withmy 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court,I can tell you. 

Prin. For obtaining of futes? 

Falf. Yea,. for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman 
hath no lcane Wardrop. Zbloodl am as malancholy as a gyb 
Cac,oralugd Btare. 

Prin. Gr an old Lion, or a Loucrs Lute. 

Falf. Y ea,or the Drone of a Lincolnlhire Bagpipe . 

. Prin. What fa} eft thou to a Hare, or the malancholy of 

Moore- 
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Moore-ditch? 

Faff Thou haft the moft vnfauory fimiles,and artindecde 
the moll comparatiucrafcalleft fweete yong Prince. But Hall, 
Iprethee trouble me no more with vanity, I would to God 
thou and [ knew where a commodity of good names were to 
be bought ran old Lord of the Counfell rated me the other 
day in the ftreete about you fir ; but I tfiarkt him not, and yet 
he. talkt very wifely ; but I regarded him not, and yet he talkt 
wifely.and in the (Ireettoo . 

Prince, Thou didft well : for Wifedomc crie 3 out in the 
ftreefes,and no man regardes ia. 

Fdf O, thou haft damnableitcration, and art indeed able to 
corru pt. a Saint: thou haft done much harmevn to mee, Hall\ 
Godforgiuetheeforit rBeforelknew thee Hall, Ikncw no- 
thing, and now am I, if amanfhouldfpeake truly, little better 
than one of the wicked rlmuftgiue oucr this life; and I will 
giueitouer : By theLordand Ido not, I am a villaine :Hebc 
damned for neuer a Kings fonne in Chriftendome. 

Prinie. W here fhall we take a Purfe to morrow, Iacke*. 

Fdf Zounds, where thou wilt lad, lie make one : and I do 
not, call roe Villaine, and Baftell me* 

Prince.. I fee a good amendment of life in thee 5 from Pray- 
ing, to Purfe taking. 

Fdf, Why ,Hdl; its my vocation Hall: tis no finnefor a man 
to labourin his vocation. Enter Pomes. 

Pofoti. Now fhall we know if Gads hill haue fet a match » 
0,if men were to be faued by merit,what holein Hell were hot 
enough for him ? this is the moil omnipotent Villaine that 
etier cry ed, Stand, to a true man . 

‘Prince. Good morrow Ned. 

Pomes. Good morrow fweet Hdl. What fayes Monfieur 
Rcmorfe? What fayes fir IohnSacke and Sugar, lackc? How 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy foulc, that thou fouldeft 
him on Good-friday laft, for a cup of Madera and a cold Ca- 
pons legge? 

Erin, Sir Iohn Hands to his word, the Diuell fhall haue his 
iwrgaine.for he was neuer fet a breaker of Prouerbcs : he will 
giue the Diuell his due. 
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.Eoines. Then art thou damnd for keeping thy word, with 
thcdiuell. 

Prince. Life lie had bin damnd for Cofening the diuell. 

Poj. But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning, byfourea 
clocke early at Gads hifthere are pilgrims going to Canterbu- 
ry with rich offrings, and traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all ; you haue horfes for your 
fellies : Gads-hil lies to night in Rochefter, I haue bcfpokefup- 
per to morrow night in Eaftcheap ; we may docitasfecureas 
fleepe: if you will go, I will ftuffc your purfes full of crownes: 
if you will not, tarry at home and bchangd. 

Fdf HeareyeYcdward, ifl tarry at home and go not, He 
hang you forgoing. 

Toy. You will chops. 

Fdf Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

Prince. Who, I rob? I a theefe? not I by my faith . 

Fdf. Thers neither honefty, manhood, nor good fcllow- 
lhip in thee, porthou camcftnot ofthc bloudroyall, if thou 
dareftnot ftand for tenfhillings. 

Prince. Well then oncein my dayes lie be a madcap. 

Fdf Why thats well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, lie tarry at home. 

Fdf By the Lord He be a traitour then, when thou art Kino-. 
Prin. I care not. 0 

Poin. Sir Iohn, I pretheeleaue the Prince & me alone, I will 

lay him downc fuch reafons for this aduenture, that he fhal <r 0 
Fdf Wd God giue thee the fpirit ofpcrfwafion.Sc him die 
eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakcft.may mouc, 8c what 
he heares may oe beleeued,that the true Prince, mayffor recrea- 
tion fake)proue a falfe theefe; for the pooreabufes ofthc time 
want countenance : farewell, you fhall find me in Eaftcheap * 
Pnn. Fare wel the latter fpnng.farewel Alhollowne fummer. 
Boy. Now my good fweethony Lord, ride with vs to mor- 
vfm l h ^ Ca,eaft execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
Fa/fta/jfe, Harney, ftoJiUl, and Gads-hill, fhall rob thofemen that 

your fclfcant! I, willno, be there , 

cut thfi h haue th t boo , t y> if y° u and I d °enot rob them, 
cut this head from my fhoulders. 

Prince. 
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Pride! How fhall we part with them in fetting forth ? 

Po. Why, we will {'ctfov/h before or after them, and appoint 
theuiaplace ofmeeting, whenn.it is a t ourplcafure to fade $ & 
then will they aduenturc vpon the exploit themfelues, which 
they fhall haue no fooncr atchiued, but wecle fet vpon them. 

Prill. Yea,buttis like that they wil know vs by our horfes,by 
our habits, and by eucry other appointment to be our felucs. 

F fl.Tut.our liorfes they fhall not fee, Lie tie them in the wood, 
our vizards \vc will change after wc leaue thcra:& firra,l haue 
cafes of buckonim for the nonce, to immaske our noted out- 
ward garments. 

Trw, Y ca, but 1 doubt they will be too hard lor vs. 

Vo. Well, for two of them I know the to be as true bred covv- 
ardcs as eucr turnd back :5c tor the third, if he fight longer then 
hefeesreafon ilofotfwcarearmes. Thcvcrtueof this left will 
be, the iiifioihprdtehftb'k lies that this fatte rogue will tel vs 
when wc meete at fupper. how thirty at lcaft hcefought with, 

what wards, what blowe$,wh«U extremities he indured, and in 

the reproofe of this lies the ieft. 

Pr 'm. ivcl, He go with thee, prouide vs al thinges neccffary, 
and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheapc, there ilefuppe : 

farewell. - . _ ' , 

Toy. Farewell my Lord. Exitpoynu. 

Erin. I know you all, and will a while yphold 
The vnvokt humor of your Idlencffe 
Yet herein will 1 >mmi l ate the Suime, 

Vv ; ho doth permit die bafe contagious clouds 
To fmother vp his bcauiy fretn the world, 

That when he pleafe againeto be himfelfe. 

Being wanted, hemay bemcre wor.derdat 
By breaking through thefoulc and vgly mills 
Of vapours thatdidfeeme to ftrangle him. 

If all the yeere were playing holy daics, 

To fport would be as tedious as to worke *, 

But when they fcldomc come, vvifht torcoffie, 

And nothingpleab th but rareaccidcnts : 

So when this loofebehamour i thro w off, 

4 «d pay the debt lneuerpromifed, 





Henry the fourth. 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much ilia'll I falfifie mens hopes, 

And like brightmettell on a fujlin ground, 

My. reformation gli ttering or’e my faul t. 

Shall ihew more goodly, and attraft more eyes,’ 

Then that which hath no foilc to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make cffcnce a skill. 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaf! I will. Exit. . 

Enter the King, NorthMmherland,Worcefter,Hotfjiur, 

Sir Walter Blunt with others. 

King. My blood hath becne too colde and temperate. ~ 
Vnapt to llirre at thefe indignities, * 

And you haue found incj for accordingly, 

Y ou tread vpon my patience : but be fine 
I will from henceforth rather be my felfe. 

Mighty, and to be feard, thenmy condition 
Which hath beenefraooth as oylej foftas yon" downe 
And therfore loft that Title of re r pe<ft, ° 

Which the proud foulenerepayes but to theproud. 

Wor. Our houfe (my foueraigneLeige) little deferues 

The fcourge ofg^eatnefte to be vfed on it, 

And that fame greatneffe too, which our ownc hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. Nor. My Lore’ 

King. Worcefter get thee gone, for I do fee 
Dang erand difobedience in thine eye, 

0 fir your prefence is too bold and peremptory. 

And Maiellic mightneuer yet endure 

The moody frontier of a feruant brow. 

You hauegood.leaue to leaue vs : when weneed 

Your vfe and Counfel, we fliallfend for you. Exit Wor, 

1 ou were about to fpcakc. 

. Nort. Yea my good Lord. 

Thofe prifoners in y our Highneffc name demanded. 

Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon tooke, 

Here as he fayes, not with fuch ftrength denied, 

As he delmered to yourMaiefty. 
mther enuy therefore, or mifprifion 
Is guilty of this fault, and no t my fenne. 

B a. »8* 
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Hotf. My Liege, I did deny no pri Toners, 

*~t I remember when the fight was d one, 
j”' hen I was dric with rage and extreame toyle, 
^‘‘cathles and faint, leaning vpon my fword, 

Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft, 
Frefh as a Bridgroome, and his chin new leapt, 

Shewd likeaftubblelandatharueft home; 

He was perfumed like aMilliner, 

And t wix his finger and his thum he heldc, 

A ponneet boxe, which euer and anon 
Hegauehisnofe, and tcoktaway againe, 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

T ookt it in fnuflfc, and ftill he Tuiilde and talktc. 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by, 
Hecaldethem vntaughtknaues,vnmannerly, 

T o bring a flouenly vnhand-fome coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility, 

With many holyday and lady tcarmes* 

Hequeftioned me : among the reft demanded, 

My prifoner s in your Maiefties bchalfe. 

I then, all fmarting with my wounds being cold. 

To be To peftered with a Popingay, 

Outofmy griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered neglcttingly, I know not what, 

He Thould, or he Thould not, for he made me mad. 

To fee him Thine To briske, and fmell To Tweet, 
nd talke To like a waiting gentlewoman, 

Of guns and drums, and wounds, God Taue the marke 
And telling me, the foueraigneft thing on earth ; 

Was Pamiscity for an inward brufe. 

And that it was. great pitty,fo it was, 

This villanous Saltpeter Thould be digd 
Out ofthc bowels oftheharmclcsEarth $ 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroyd 
So cowardly : and but Tor thefc vile Guns, 

He would haue been himfelfe a Souldiour. 

This bald Vnioyrited chat of his (my Lord; 

I anfwered indirttely (as I fayd) 
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And I befeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accufation, 

Betwixt my louc, and your high Maiefty. 

Blunt. The circutnftanceconfidcred,good my Lord 
What cr’e Harrie Piercie then had faid 
To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May refonablie die, and neuer rife, 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid. To he vnfay it now, 

King. Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception, 

That we at our o wne charge-ihall ranfomc ftraight 
His brother in law, the folifh Mortimer, 

Who in my foulc hath wilfully betraide, 

Theliucsofthofe, that he did lead to fight, 

Againft the great Magitun, damned Cjlendower, 

Whofe daughter as we heare, the Earle of March, 

Hath lately married ?fhall our coffers then. 

Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with fares. 

When they haueloft and forfeited themfelucs. 

No, on the barren mountainclethim fterue, 

For I fliall neuer hold that man my friend, 

Whofe tongue fhall aske me for one penny coft. 

To ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hot . Rcuol ted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre i to proue that true. 

Needs no morebut one tongue: for all thofe wounds, 

Thofc mouthed woundes which valianly he tooke 

When on the gentle Seuems fiedgie bankc 
In finglc oppofition hand to hand. 

He did confound the beft part of an hours 
In changing hardiraent with great Glendower, 

Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drinke, 

V pon agreement offwift Senerns floud 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
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Ran fearefully among the trembling reedes, 

And laid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 

Bloud-ftained with thefe valiant coinbatans, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds., 

Nor neuer could the noble (JWosrtimert 
Receiue fo many, and a)l willignly : , 

Then let not him be ilandered with reivolt. 

King. Thou doft bely him Percy, thou doft bely him. 

He neuer did encountcr.wilh Glendoyver, 

I tell thee, lie dur il as well haue met the Diuell alone, 

As Owen Cjlendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not a/ham’d? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not hearc you fpeake of {JlZortimer, 

Send me your prifoneys with the fpecdiefi meanes, 

Or you (hall hearc in fuch a kind from me, 

As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland, 
Welicenceyour departure with your fonne. 

Send vs your prifoners, or you. will heare c lit. Exit King. 

Not. And if the diuel! come and roarefor them, 

I will not fend them : I will after flraight 
And tell him fo, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit 1 make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What? drunkewith choler; fiay and paufe a while, 
Here comes your.vr.de. 

Hot. Spcake oiCMortiurtcri ' 

Zounds I will fpeake of him, and let my foule • 

Wantmercy ifi do not ioyne with him-: 

Yea on his part, lie emp.ty all thefe veines. I 
And /head my deare bloud,drQp by drop ith dull. 

But I will lift the downt-trod Mortimer, 

As high in; 7 tli ayre ascitis vmhankfuliking, 

As this ingrate and cankred Butfwgbrooke. 

Nor. Brother the King hath made your Nephew mud. 

War. Who ftrookethis.hente vp after I was gone? 

Not. He will forfooth haue all my prifoners: 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wiues brother, then his cheeke lookt.pale. 

And 
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An don my face he turnd an eye of death, 

Trembling cuen at the name of Mortimer. 

War. I cannot blame him, was not he procliamd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of bloud 
Nor. He was; I heard the proclamation. 

And then it was, when the vn happy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did let forth 
Ypon his Iri/h expedition ; 

From whence he intercepted, did rcturne 
To be depos’d and fliortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds mdc-montb 
Liuefcandaliz’d and fouly fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclame my brother Mortimer, 

Heirc to the crownc ? 

Nor. He did, my felfcdid heare it. 

Hot, Nay then I cannot blame his coofinKing.. 

That wilht him on-the barren mountaincs ftaru*t 
But /hall it be that you that fet the cro wne 
Vpon the head ofthisforgctfull-man. 

And for his fake weave the detclied blot 
Or murtherous hibernation? fhallit be 
That you a world ofeurfes vnder»o 
Being the agents, or bafefec®ndmca’nes, 

The cordes, the laddar, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if that I defeend fo low, 

To /hew the hue and the predicament, 

Wherein yoti range vnder this fubtil King. 

Shall it for lhame be fpoken in thefe dayes. 

Or fill vp cronicles in time to come, 

Thatmen of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it, bane done) 

To put downc Rtchard that fweet loucly Rofc, 

And plant this thorne, this canker Bullrngbrooke? 

And iiiall it in more lhame be further fpoken. 

That you arc fool’d, difearded, and Lhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe /hames ye vnder- went ? 
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No, yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors, and r eftore your felucs, 

Into the good thoughts ofthc world againe : 

Reueng the ieering and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes you, 

Eucn with the bloudie payment of your deaths : 
Therefore I fay. 

Wor. Peace Coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpc a fecret booke; 

And to your quicke concerning difeontents 
He read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill and aduenterous fpiri t, 

As to o’re walkc a Current roring lowd. 

On the vnfteadfaft footing of a fpeare. 

Hot. Ifhefallin,goodnight,orfinlceorfwimd, 
Send danger from the Eaftvnto the weft, 

So honor croffc it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the bloud more ftirres 
To rowfe a Lion then to fiart a Hare . 

North. Immagination »f fome great exploit 
Driues him beyond the boundes of patience,' 

Hot. By heauen me thinkes it weare an eafie leape, 

T o pluck bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moone 
Or diueinto the bottome of the deepe, 

Where fadome-linc could neuer touch the ground, 

And pluck vp drowned honor by thelockes, 

So hee that doth redeemc her thence might wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities : 

But out vpon this halfc fac’t fellow /hip. 

Wor. Heapprehcndesaworld of figures here, 

But not the forme of what he fhould attend. 

Good Coofcn giuc me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame noble Scots that are your prifoners. 

Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By God he fliallnothaueaj’csrofthetn. 

No, if a Scot would fane his foule, he fhail not. 
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He keepe them, by this hand. 

Wor. You ftartavvay, 

And lend no eare vntomy purpofes : 

T ho ft Prifoners you /hall keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flat : 

Hcfaid hcwould not ran fome Af or timer. 

Forbade my tongue to fpeake ofAfortinter: 

But I will flnde him when he lies a lleepe, 

And in his eare flc h allow, Mortimer: 

Nay, lie h. me a Starling /hall be taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, md giueit him, 

To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

Wor. Heareyou Coofln.a word. 

Hot. All ftudies heerc I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Btdlm^brooke, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Witles. 

But that I thinke his Father loues him not. 

And would be glad be met with fome mifchance : 

J Would bane him poy funed with a pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewell Kin/i«an,Iletalke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Whywhata Wafpe-tonguc andimpatientfoolc 

Art thou to b: cake into this womans moodcj 
iogtlune care to no tongue but ihuu o woe? 

Hot. VVhyiookc you,} am whiptand fco U rg’d with Rods 
Netled,and ftungwith Pi'mires.whcnl heare 
Of this vile Politician Bullwglrooke., 

In Richards tin e, what doe you call theplace; 

A Plague vpon it.it is in GlocefterJhire\ 

Twas where the mad cap Duke his vncle kept 
His vncle Torke, where 1 firft bow cd my knee ’ 

V nto this King of Smiles, this Eulfotrirooke: 

Zblcuid, when you and he came backe from Rmnsfburgh 
Nor. At/^/yCaftlc. Hot. Youfay irue, * 

Why what a candicdcaleofcurteas, 

This fawning Grey -hound tlicn did proffer me 
Looke wheu his infant Fortune came to a^c 
And gentle Harry ferry, and kind Coofin? * 
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0,the Diuell take fuch coofcners, God forgiue me, 
Good Vnclctell your talc, I hauedone. 

Wor. Nay, if you hauc hot, to it againe* 

Wc will flay your Icy furc. 

Hot. 1 hautdoneyfaytlv 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifli Prifoners., 
Deliuer them vp without their ranfomc llraight, 

And make the Eiowglas Tonne your onely mcanc 
For powers in Scotland, which for diners reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written, be afTur’d, 

Will eaGly begranted you, my Lord. 

Your fonnein^co//W being thus imployed^ 

Shall fecretly into the bolonie creepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, welbclou’d, 

The Archbifliop. 

Hot. Of York?, isitnot* 

Wor. True.yvho bcares hard' 

H is Brothers cfeath at Briftmv the Lord Scroop e? 

I fpeake not this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fetdowne, 

And onely ftayes but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that lliall bring it on . 

Hot, lfmcllit : Vponniy life it willdoe well. 

Nor. Before the game’s afoote/thoufhlllctftflipv 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofe butbe a noble plot, ^ 
And then the power of Scotland and of York', 

To ioync with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor. And fo they fliall. 

Hot, In fay th it is exceedingly well aymdv 
Wor. And tis no little reafon bids vs fpeede, 

To faueour heades,by rayflngofaHead : 

For,beare our felues as euen as we can, 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt. 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already, how he doth begin 

To snake vs.ftrangers-to his lookes oflouc. 
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Hot. He docs he does jwecle bereueng’d on him. 

_ , farewell. No further goe in this. 

Then I by Letters /hall dire# your courfc 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 

?l?L ftea * toClen d° wer > and loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Dowglas, and our powers at once. 

As I will fafhion it,lhall happily mcete 
To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrongarmes, 

Which now we hold atmuch vncertaintie. 

.Farewell good Brother, we /hall thrine, Itruft, 

T %£ ,y nC L C ^ uc: ° ,ett behouresbe/hort, 

F a r We5,& G / ones > a PP laud fport. Exm 

. r u . f rmtbaLmt ™ einh “bdr.d. 

. Car. Heiglj ho, an it benotfoure by theday Ilcbe han<r< 

Oft. A non, anon. 

thennf" i Gutl Saddle, putaftw Flocks i 
the point, foorexade is wrung in the Withers, out of all ccfTc 

Enter another Carrier. 

P« a fe and Beanes are as dankeheerc as a Dos an, 

that is the next way to giue poore lades the Bots : thhhfufe 
turned vpfidc do wnc fmee Bpbin Ofller died ' 

ssSrfjsr io)r£d &,ce ** price ° f °“ 

*; C f- Why, you will allow vs nerc a lordaine and then 

S:SS ChiM " y ' “ d r our CIiamberJicIwecdM 

tobediliucrtd a, fa„,a, Cl„ m , s ™„£' W °'’~ ! ‘‘ G,n 8". 

Maa!canftnothcare,Sc t’vvcrenot as gSa S * 
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tobrcake the pate of thee, 1 am a very ViUa|^w|pi»e and he 
hangd.haft no fayrh in thee: JpSi 

Enter Gads -hill. 

Qads-hill. Goofd -morrow ^mVnr, What’s acldcke? 

Car . lthinkeitbctwoaclocke. 

Gad. Ipretheelcnd ffiethy Lantherne, to fee mvGelthng 
in the Stable. 

1. Car. Nay by God foft 5 I know a tncke worth two o. 
that 1 fay th. 

Gad. Iprethcelendmctbine. 

2. Car. l,when,canft tell? Lend me thy Lanteine(quoth he) 
Marry He fee thee hanged fir ft. 

gad. Sirra Carrier, What time doc you m<ane to come to 

2 Car Time enough t« go to bed with a Cana . e, I wart ant 
thee. Come neighbour Mages, weele call vp the Gentlemen,: 
they will along with company, for they haucgi cat cnarge. 

Enter£hamherlaine. Exeunt. 

gad. What ho, Chamberlatne. 

'Cham. At hand quoth Pick-purfc. ... 

Gad. Thats cucn as faire,as at hand quoth toe C/oambtrLme > 
for thou varieft no more from pickingof Pitrles, then gluing 
direction doth from laboring : thoulayeft thepjathow. 

Cham Good morrow Mafter Gad<-hdl,u holds curt ant that 
I told you vefter night, theres * Franklin m the wild oi Kenh 
'hath brought three hundred Marks with hint m C-o.d, 1 heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at .upper a kind of 
Auditor.one that hath abemdanca of charge too God knowes 
what 5 they are vp already, and call for Egges and Buttei . they. 

W G^?iS;ifthey meet not with Saint Nicholas Clark?, He 

^'fham' No die none of it j I pray thee keepc that for the 
H an gmari/or 1 know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholas, as truly 

asanaanoffalfehoodmay. ■ Unj He 

Gtd WhattalkeftthoutomeoftheHangm.mMfIhang,Ue 

„ ak. e a fatpaire ofGallowcs : Fdrift hang, old 
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;• Troians that thou dream’ll not of, the which for fport fake arc 
content to dotheprofefsion fome grace, that wouldfifrcatttrs 
/hould be looktintolforthcirownc credit lake,makeal whole: 
I iunioyned with no foot-land rakers, no long-ftaftefixpenny 
/Inkers, noneof thefe madde muftachio purple hewd malt- 
wotms, but vsich nobility, and tranquility, Burgomafters an d 
great Oneyers/uch as can hold in fuch as wil ftrikc fooner the 
/peake, 5c fpeak fooner then dr inke,& drinke fooner the pray 5 
and yet (Zounds) I lie, for they pray continually to tlieir faint 
the Comon-wealth, or rather not pray to her, but prey on her, 
for they ride vp & dovvne on her,and make her their Bootes. 

Cham. What, the Common-wealth their Bootes - willfhec 
hold out Watcrinfoule way? 

Gad She will, (fie will, luftice hath liquord her: we ftealeas 
in aCaftle,cockfurc;wehaue therecejt ofFcrn:feed,wevvalkc 
iniufible. 

Cham. Nay,bv r my feyth, I thinke you aremore beholding 
to the nightthea to Fcrnefeed, for your walking inuifible. ° 
gad. Giue me thy hand, thou lhalthaue a fharein ourpur- 
tjiafe.as I a in a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it, as you area falferhcefe. 
Gad. Go r.i.AwwHs aco roon name to all men: bid theOftler 
bringmy Guiding outof the ftablc; farewell yemuddy knauc. 
Enter prince, Points, and Peto,cEc. 

Pointi, Come /belter, /belter, I liaue remooued Falfialffes 
Horfe,and hefrets likeaguin'd Veluct. 

Trince Stand clofe. Enter Falfialffe. 

Falf. Points, Points, and be hangd Points. 

Prince. Peace ye fat-kidney dYafcall.what a brawlin' doft 
thou keepe? 

Falj \ What r Poiner, Hal! 

Prin. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill, lie go fccke him. 
Fal. I am accurft to rob in that theeues company, the rafcall 
hath remoued my Horfe, and tyed him 1 know not where, ifl 
trauel but foure foote by the fquirefurthcr a foote,I /hnl break 
mywinde; Well, I doubt not but to die a fair c death for all 
this, il l fcape hanging for killing that rogue, I hauefbrfworne 
ms company hourely any time this 12. yeare,andy.etl-ambe- 

£ 3 witchl 
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witcht with the rogues company. If therafcall haue notgiuen 
me medicines to make me louc him, lie be hangd :it could not 

beelfc,! haue drunk© medianes : Poines,Hal,i plague vpon you 
both. Bar doll, p e to, lie flame ere lie rob a foote further : and 
t’were not as good a deed as drinke, to turnc true man, and to 
leauethefe Rogues, I am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed 
with a tooth: eight ycardes of vneuen ground, is threefcore 
and ten miles afoot with me : and the (tony hearted Villaines 
know it wellenough, a plague vponic when theories cannot 
be truc onc to another. They -whifile. 

Whew, a plague vpon you all.giue mcmy Horfe, you rogues 
Giuemcmy Horfc,and be hangd. 

Prince. Peace ye fat guts, lie downc, lay thine eareclofc to 
thegroundjand lift if thou can hearc the tread of Trauellers. 

Pal. Haue you any Icauers to lift me vp againe being down®? 
Zbloud.llenot beare mine owneflelh fo far afoot againe for 
all the Coyne in thy Father* Exchequer; What aplaguemeane 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou lyeft.thoH art not colted,thou art vncolted. 

Tal. I prethee good Prince Hal , helpe mee to my Horfe, 
Good Kings fonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, fhall Ibe yourOfller? 

Falf. Go hang thy fclfein thine owne HaireapparantQar. 
ters :iflbe tanc, lie peach for this: and I haue not^Ballades 
made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of Sacfci' be my 
poyfon : whcnieaftisfoforward.andafoot too.lhateit. 

-Enter Cjads-hill. 

(jod. Stand. Fal. So I doeagainftmy will. 

Poin. O tis our letter,! know his voyc t:Bardol what newes? 

Bar. Cafcyee,cafeyee;on with your Vizards, thcr’s mony 
of the Kings comming downe the Hill, tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

Falf. You lie you roguc,tis going to the Kings Tauerne. ^ 

Gad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. Tobehanged. 

Prince. You foure fhall front them in the narrow Lane: 
Ned Pomes and I, will walke lower 5 if they fcape from your 
cncounter,chcn they light on vs. 

det*. 
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Peto. But how many be they of them? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Falf Zounds, will they not rob vs? 

Prin. What / a cow’ard Sir John Pawixh ? • 

half Indeed I ana not IohnofGant our Grandfather but 
yet no coward, Hal . * 

Prince. Well, weelc lcaue that to the proofe. 

Prynx Snrzlacks, thy horfe rtands behind the hedge, when 
thou necdelrhini^therc thou ftialtfinde him farewell &ftand 

Fal. Now cannot 1 ftrike him if! fhouid be han-d' /faff 
Entice. Ned, whercareour difguifes ? * ^ 

Poynes. H ere hard by, ftand clofe. 

JLt hfbuS! ,ncri ’ lum m “ w 1,is <bfc - 6 r. t 

_ Enter the Trauellers. 

T?a Come neighbour, the boy ifliall lead our horfes downc 
thclul, wcele walke a foote a while, and cafe our Ws 

i e Jr% J ay ; • t , Tr *' iefusbl effev^ ’ 

Falj. Strike downe with them, cut the villaines throates- a. 

do j^i , ;i:;c r Cc c zt d knaaC! ' ,hcy ha,c vs 

Fra O, wc are vndonc, both we and ours for euer. 

Here they rob them and hnde them 1 Enter. - 
. . fheEriticc and Points 

thoi/andl ro LondonT 

foVeuc" 1 ™ 1 101 * b “ sl ° ta for »>»on(li,4nd agoSft 

Poyna, S.and.dofe, ! hearc them comming. 

Enter the Theettes atraine. ° 

tlicres.no enuitl fT ^ be »<« two arrant cowardes, 

than in awiidDuck^^ ^^*" 0 ®° re valourin 
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r' As they are {haring, the prince and 'Points 
Prin. Your money f)fet vpon them, they all rmne away, and Fal- 
Voin. Villaines. *) fialfe after a blow or tvpo runs array too, leOr 

(-'uing the booty behind them. 

Trim Got with much eale.Now merrily to horfe,the theeues 
are fcattercd.and pofleft with feme fo ftrongly,that they dare 
not meete each other, each takeshis fellow foranoff cerjaway 
good Ned, Falfialffe fw cares to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along : wert not for laughing, Ifhouldpitty him. 
Paints. How the rogue roard Exeunt . 

Enter Hot fur folus, reading a Letter. 
r Eut for mine owne part, my Lord, I could be well contented to be 
there, inrejpccl of the lone I beare your houfe. 

He couidbc cotented.why is he not then?in therefpeftofthe' 
louehebearesour houfe : hefhowesin this, he lones hisownc 
barnebettcrtbenhelones our houfe. Letne.'cc fome more. 

Thepttrpofeym vndertake is dangerous. 

Why thats certaine,(is dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe, to 
drinke$but I tell you(my Lord foole)out of this nettle danger, 
wc plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous, the fiendes you haue named 
vneertameyhe time it felfi vnforted,andyour whole plot too light, for 
the counterfoife of fo great an oppoft ion . 

Say you fo,fay you fo,l fay vnto you ngaine.you area fhal* 
low cowardly hinde, & you lie: what a lack-braineisthis-by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid, our frind true 
& conflant.a good plot, good friends, & ful of expeftatioman 
excellent plot, very good friends^what a frofty fpirited rogue 
is this?Why,my Lord of recommends the plot,& the gene* 
rail courfe of the aft ion Zounds & I werenow by this rafcall, 
1 could braine him with his Ladies Fanne. Is there not tny fa- 
therm v vnc!e,& my fe!fe,Lord Edmund Af or timer, my Lord of 
Torie , and Owen Glendower ? Is there not befides the Dowglas ? 
haue 1 not all their letters to meete me in Ai mes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and arc they not fome of them let forward 
already rWhat a pagan rafcall is this,and infidell ? Ha, you Ihall 
fee novy m very iincerity of feare and cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proceedings . 0,1 could dinidemy 
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felfe.and goe to buffets, for motiing fuch a difli of skim Milke 
with fo honorable an aftion. Hang him.lcthim tell theKing, 
we arc prepared.I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady'. . 

How now Kate,\ mud Icauc you within thefe two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed? 

T ell mee,fwcet Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plcafurc,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thtnceyes vpon the earth, 

And ftart fo often when thou fitfl alone? 

Why half thou loft the ft efli blood in thy cheekes. 

And giuen my treafures and m v rights of thee, 

To thick-eyd trufing,and curft melancholy? 

In my faint fti:mbers,l by thee watchr, 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 

Spcalce tearmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft tafkc 
Offallies; and retires, trenches, tents, 

Ofpallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Of oafliisks, of canon, cu’uerin, 

Ofprifoners ran fome, and of fouMeirs flaine, 

Ana all the current, of a heady fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe, 

That beds of fweat hath flood vpon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a latedifturbed ftresme, ' 

And in thy face ftrange motions haue apeard. 

Such as we fee when menreftraine their breath, 

On fome great fodaine haft. O what portents arc thefe ? 
Someheauy bufines hath my Lord in hand 
And Imifft know it, elfeheloues menot. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the Packet o- 0 «c? 

Ser. He is, my Lord.anhoureagoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofe Horfcs from tbcSheriffe? 

Ser. One Hone, my Lord, he brought cuen rvovv. 

Hot. What horfe? a roane,a crop eare,is u not? 

Ser. It is, my Lord. 

n. Hot. 
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Hot. That Roane flial be my throne. Well, I will backe him 
ftraight. Effierance, bid Tint lor lead him fcorth into the parke. 
La. ButhcarcyoumyLord. 

Hot. What faidl thoutny Lady? 

La. What is it carries yon away? 

Hot. Why, my horfe (my lone) my horfe. 

La. Out yon mad-beaded ape.a weazel hath not fuch a dcale 
offpleene, as you arc toft with. In faith He know your bufincs 
Harry .that I will : Ifcare.my brother Monimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to line his enterprifc,but if you gok 
Hot. So far a footc, I fhall be weary, loue. 
Z<*.Comc,comc,you Paraquito,anfwcre ms direftly,vnto this 
queftion that 1 final askciin faich lie break thy lit tle finger Har « 
ry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue-, I loue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with roammets,.and to tilt with lips, 

We muft haue bloudie nofes, and crackt crovvnes, 

And paftethememranttoo : godsmemy horfe. 

What fail! thou Kate-, what wouldft thou haue vv ith me ? 

La Do you not loue me? do you not indeedc? 

Wei, do not thenjfor fince you loueme not, 

I willr.ot louemv fclfc Do you notions me? 

Nay, tel me if you fpeakcinieaft, or no?. 

I-Iot, Ccme wilt thou fee meride ? 

And when 1 ama horfe back, l will fvveare, 

I loue thee infinitely. But harke you Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth, quefhonmc? 

Whither I go : nor reafon where about. 

Whitlier 1 mu ft, I niuft : and to conclude, 

This eueningmuft i leaue you Gentle j<We. 

I know you wife, butyctno farther wife. 

Then Harry Percy is w he. conftantyouare. 

But yet a woman, and for fccrecy, 

No Lady clofer,for I vvillbclceue, 

Thou wilt not vtter what thou doft not know J ~ 

And fo rarewill I trull thee, gentlc/<W?, 

La. How, fo far/ 1 

Hot. 

ft 
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Hot. Not an inch further : but harke you Kate 
Whither I goe, thither fiiatl you goe too : 

To day will I fet foorth,to morrow you : 

Will this content you Kate? 

Lady. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Prince and Point*. 

Prince. AHprethce comcoutof that fat roome, and lend 
meethy hand to laugh a little. 

Tomes. Where ha/1 been Hal? 

Pnn. With three or fourc Logger-heads, among!} three or 
fourc fcore Hogs -heads. ! haue lounded the verv bafe ftrin°- of 
Humiline. Sirra I am fworncBrother to a leafh ofDrawerf & 
can call them all by their Chriftiau names, as Tom, Dick?, and 
Eranusethcy take it.already vpon their faluation.that though I 
bchatPrmce of Wales, yet I am the King of and tell mec 

Hatly.I am not proud lack, like Falftalfc but a (f^inthian, a lad 
ofmettall,a|ood Boy, (by theLord fo they call me) and when 
Iam^ngotZ^W ^fliaU commandeall the good Lads in 

ffteT hC) ' C drl ukingdccpe, dying Scarlet 5 and when 
you breath in your watrmg, they cry hem, and bid you play it 
ft.To conclude I am fo good a proficicntin one quarter ofan 
houre.that I can drmke with any Tinker in his o wnc language 
during my life. I tell thee AW, thou haftloft much honou? that 
hou w ertnot with me m this a ft ion : b Q t fwcet Ned 5 to fwee- 
ten which nameofAW 1,1 g,ue thee this peniworth of Su*ar 

^rr°V nt ? W & nd h y 3,1 vnder Skinker, one that 

fe k r° thcr En , § ,n h / S llfc> thcn £i ShtJMSn £ „ and fixe 

pence, ,and, Tou are welcome, with this fiirill addition Anon Lon 
fir^, skoreaPwt of 'Baft ard in the Half e moon, or fo. But Ned to 
driue away time till Falftaljfe come, I prethee doe thou ftand n 
fomeby roome, while! queftion mfpnny Drawer to whaT 
t£± S T mC riieSu Sf r > and d oeneu?rleLccamiiV^Ir 

M dtXwZ( a 7-ft'r tl,in « bi,t ' Anon = «w* ^ 

P titles. Francis, 

Brince. Thou art perfeft. 

Poir.es. Francis. Enter'Dntwer. 

r*. Anonjanonfirjlookcdownc into the Pomgarnet, 

D 2 Prince. 
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Prince. Come hither Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to feme, Francis? 

Francis. Forfooth fiue y eares,and as much as to 

Points. Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anonc fir. 

Prince. Fine yearey,berlady a longleafe for the dinckingof 
Pewter: But Francis , dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture,and /hew ita faire paire ofheeles, 
and runne from it? 

Francis. O Lord fir, lie be fworne vpon all Bookes in Eng- 
land,! could find iiuny heart. 

Pomes. Francis. Francis. Anone fir. 

Prince. How old art thou, Francisi 

Francis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I /hall be 

Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anonc fir, pray you ftay a little, my Lord. 

Prince. Nay but harkc you Francis, for the Sugar thou ga- 
uejl me, t’was a penny worth, waft not? 

Francis. O Lord,! would it had been two. 

Prince. 1 willgiue thee for it a thoufand pound, askc mee 
when tbou wilt, and thou /halt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anonc, anone. 

Prince. Anone Francis No Francis, but to morrow Francis : 
at Francis, on thurleday t or indeed Francis , when thou wilt : 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leatherncierkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke (locking, Caddice garter, 
Smoothtongue.Spanifhpouch.’ 

Francis. O Lord fir, who do you meanc? 

prince. Why then your Browne baftarde is your onely 
Hrinkci forlooke vou Francis, your White canuaflc doublet 
will fulley . In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. What fir* Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call? 

5,| Heere they both call him, the Drawer fiandes amazed, not 
knowing which way to goe. Enter Vintner. 
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Vint. VVhat.ftandft thou.ftill, and hearftfuch a calling? 
looke to theGheftes within. My Lord, old. fir Iohn withhalfe 
a dozen more.areat the doorc, /hall I let them in? 

Pm. Let them alone awhile, & then open the doorc -.Poines 
Pomes. Anone, anonc fir. Enter Poines 

i Pnnce - Sirra Fa/fialjfc and the reft of the Thceucs, arc at the 
doore,/hall we be merry? 

Pom. As merry as Crickets, my lad : but harke yee, what 
cunning match haue you made withthis ieft of the Drawer • 
come, what's theiiTuef 

Prmc. J am now of all humors, thathaue /hewed themfclues 
humors, fince the old dales of goodman Adam, to the pimill 
age of this prefent twelue a clockc at midnight. What's a 

wo eke Francis ? 0 

Francis. Anone, anonc fir.- 

Trmc. That eiier this fellow /hould hauefewer words then 
a Parrct, & yet the fon of a Woman. Hisinduftryis vp ftaires 
anddowncrtaircs, hi$ eloquence the parcell of a reckoning I 
am not y er or Percy* mind, the Hctftur of the North, he that lefts 
me feme fixe or ftuen dozen ol Scots at a breakfaft, wafiies his 
handcs,and fayes to his wife, Ficvpon this quiet life, I want 
worke O my fweet Harp, (ayes (he ! how many haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfea drench(fayes he) and anfweres 
an lmureaft« s atrifle. I prethee call in 
CP ^ T(rCy ’ ^ t iat danifide Branne /hall play 
SSr hUW,iC ‘ ^ faJCS Ihc drunkard : talm Ribs, 

Enter Falftaffe. 

< i° l . nes ' Welcome/#^, where haft thou beonc? 
tv ^ A a P a ° u? °^ ak cowards I fay, and a vengeance to, mar- 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup offackboy. E’rellead this life 
too g AH (ovve ^ ncatherftocks, and mend them, and foote them 
too. A plague of all cowards, Giuenieacupof facke,ro<rue is 
there no A^ertue extant? P ° * S 

PrmDidCi thou neuerfec7?^» kifleadi/h ofbutter pittifull 

Falji,i 
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T be Biflorie of 

Fal. You rogue, Iicres Lime in this Sack too, there is nothing 
but rogerv to be found in villanous man-, yet a coward is worfe 
the a cup of Sack with Lime in it. A villanous Coward, go thy 
wayes old lacks, die when thou wilt, if -manhood, good' man- 
hood be not forgot vpo the face of the earth, then am la (hot- 
ten Herring : there liucs not three good men vnhangd in Eng- 
land,and one of themisfattc, and gro w es old 5 God hclpefhc 
whilc.a bad world 1 (ay :I would I were a Weauer,I could fing 
PlalmeSjOfany thing. A-plag-uc of allGo wards, l fay ft ill. 

Prin. Hownow VVoliacke,w hat mutter you? 

Falf. A Kings foniie? if 1 doe not beat thee outof thy King- 
domewuh adaggerof Lath, and driueall thy Subieftes afore 
tbeelik-ea flockeof Wild-gecfe, Ilcneuer weare haire on my 
face more, you Prince ofJVala . 

Prin. Why you horfon round roan ,what'sthe matter? 

Fa!. Arc you not a Coward? anfwcre rac to that, and ?(>/»» 
there. 

Prin. Zoundsyefatpaunch, and ye call me Coward, by the 
Lord lie ftabthee. 

Fal. I call thee Coward? He fee theedamnde care T call thee 
Cowardjbut I would giue a thoufand pound 1 could run as faft 
asthoucanft. Youareftraight enough in the fhoulders, you 
care not who fees your backe: call you that backing of your 
friendes?a plague vpon ftich backing •• giue me them that wtll 
face mCiGiue me a cup ofSack.Iam arogueif I drunke to day. 

Pri. O villaine, thy lips arc fearfe wip’d iince thou drunkft 
laft. Fal. All’s one for that. Hcdrinkoi. 

A plague of all Cowards ftill fay I. 

Trin. Whats themattcr? 

Fal. Whats tbe nratter’liere be feure of vs, hauc tanea thou- 
fand pound this morning. 

Prin. Where is it ? lacks, where is it? 

Falf. Wheiei.s it? taken from vs it is : a hundred vpon 
poore fourc of vs. 

Trin. What, a hundred man? 

Fa!. I am a rogue, if I were not athalfe fword, with a dozen 
of them two hourcs together. 1 haue fcaped by myracle. lam 
eight times tluuft through the Doublet, foure through the 

Hofe, 
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Hofe, my Buckler cut through and through, my Sword Iiackt 
like a h and - fa w, eccejignum . I newer dealt better (ince I was a 
man,al would not doe. A plagueofail cowardsjet them fpake- 
ifthey fpeakemorc or leife then truth, they are villages and 
thefonnes cfdarkneflc. 

Cjad. Spcakc, firs, how w'asit: 

Rofs. Wc foure fet vpon fome dozen . 

Fal fi. Sixtcene.atleaft, my Lord. 

Rp/s. And bound them. 

P'to. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue they were bound, cuerymanof them or I 

am a lew elfc,an Ebrew lew. 

Rofs. As vve were (luring, fome fixe or feuen frefti men fet 
vpon vs. 

Fal. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the other. 
Trin. What, fought yec with them all ? 

Falf. All? I know not what yee call all : but if I fought not 
with fifty of them, Iamabunch ofradidi 1 if there were not 
two or three and fifty vpon poore old then am I no two 
leg’d creature. 

Toines. Pray God; you hanc notmurthered feme of them. 
Falf. Nay that’s paft praying for, I hauc pepper’d two of 
them. Two I am fare I haue payed, two rogues in buckron? 
^utes : l tel thee what, Ffel j&f I tell thccalie^ "(pit in my facejcal 
me Horfe : thou knoweft my old word : here 1 lay, and thus I 
bore my point; foure rogues in Buckrom let driue at me. 

Prin. What/oiTc? thou faid’ft but two, cuen now. 

Falf. Foure Hal , 1 told thee foure. 

Pout. I, I, he faid foure. 

Falj. Thefc foure came all a front, and mainelv thruft atmey 
Imade no more adoc, but tookcall their feuen points in juy 
Target.thtis. 

Princ. Sen or? why there were but feure, euen now* 

Falf. InBuckrem. 

Pom. I, foure, in Buckrome fuites. 

Frlf. Scuen^by thefe Hiltes,orX 3m a Villaine elfc. 

Prin. Piethce let him alone, we (hall hauc more anon. 

Falf. Docft thou heare me Hali 

Prin. I and marke thee too, lacke. Falf 





T be tJiflorie of 

Pal. Do fo, for it is worth the liflning to, thefc nine in Buc- 
krom, that I told thee of. 

Pritt. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, 

r Poyntx. Downe fell his hofe. 

TW.Began to giueme ground. but I followed me clofe,came 
in foote and hand, Sc with a thought, feuen of the eleuen I paid. 

Pm.Omcnftrouslcleuen buckrom mengrowneoutoftwo? 

Fal. But as the diuel would haueit,threemi(-begotteknaues, 
in'Kendatl greene.caineatmybackeand let driue at me,forit 
was fo darkc, Hal, that thou could (t not fee thy hand. 

Pritt. Thele lyes are like the father that begets them, grofie 
asamoutainc,ope palpable. Why thou clay-braind guts, thou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfon obfccne greafie tallow catch. 

Pal. What? art thou mad? art thou madj is not the truth the 
truth? 

Prin. Why, how couldfl thou know thefemmin Kendall, 
greene, when it was fodarkethou couldftnot fee thy hand? 
come tell vs your reafon, What faill thou to this? 

r Poy, Come, your reafon Iacke, your reafon. 

Tal. What, vpon compulfion? Zoundes, and I wereat the 
flrappado, or al the racks in the world, I would not tel you on 
compulfion Giue you a reafon on compulfio? ifreafonswere 
as plenty as blackebenies,! would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Tun. Ilebeno longer guiltie of this finne. This fanguine 
coward, this bed -preffer, this horfe-back-breakcr, this huge 
lul of fldh. 

TW.Zblcud you ftarueling,you elfskin,you dried neats tong, 
buls-pizzel,youffockefifh : O for breath to vtter/whatislike 
thee? you taylers v ard, you fheatli, you bowcafe, you vile ftan- 
dingtucke. 

Prin. Wei, breath a while, and then to it againe,Sc when thou 
hail tiied thy felfe in bafe comparifos,heare me (peak but thus 

Poy. Mark e, Iacke. 

Prin. We two.faw you foure, fet on foure & bound thcm,& 
W'eremaiflers of their welthrmarkenow how aplainetalefhall 
putyoudownc : then did wee two fetonyoufoure,andwitha 

word, 
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word, outfac’d you from your prize, & haiitffr,yea,Sc can fli&w 
it y os here in thehoufe : and F alfia l ffe, y o u carried' your guts a- 
• way as nimbly, with as quick dexrerit^Sc Soared fbrmtrcy,Sc 
Bill run <Sc roanr,as eucr 1 heard Bul-calfe. What a fiauc art thou 
to jiack thy fwbrd as thcu-’bafl done, Sc then-fay it was in fight? 
What trickfe?what deuice ? Wlikt flatting 1 Hole canfl thou now 
find Out.tOhidefhte front this open and apparant ihame? 

Pom. Come lets heare Iacke, what tricke hall thou now ? 

Falf. By the Lord, I knew yee as well as liee that made yee. 
Why heare you my maiflers, wasrt for mee, to kill the Heire 
apparant:? Should lturnc vpon the true Prince ? Why, thou 
kn'owe'ftT am as Vatiahi as Herciilli: but beware hidin' ft,thc Li- 
on wi!l : not touch the true Prince; iriftihft is a great matter . I 
was a Coward on inflinft, I fhall’thinkb the better of my felfe, 
and thec,duringray]ifc} I, for a valiant Lion,and thou fora true 
Prince : but, by theLor^.Lads,! am glad y ou haue the Money. 
Hoflefle.clap to the dootes, watch tb night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Hearts qL gold, all the tides of good fcl- 
lowfhipcome to you. 'Wha t, Oral I webemerr)^ Ilia 11 we haue 
'™' extempore? ‘ 



, PrM, Cotlfcri? aVrd thyaVguhiehtfLirlLejthy running away. 
Falf.’ A,hofmoH‘dftHatfT4/,’SctfiduloUeftme:5'ii?fer Hofieffe. 
Hofi: dTefihmy Lord the Prince! ' 

Prin. How now myLaHy the Hfleffe, what faift thou-to me? 



• j f er*. (u ujiieu oj n 111 iiian.v u. 

fend him backe ag’ainc to my mother. 

■ ‘ Fat, What manner of inan is he? 
nr.n a„ .oj 




Bed at midnight ? Shall I 

giue hub his atit were? 

7 yin,. Prctheedoe/<f<r£c. 

Pal]"., Fayth.andflcfend him packing. Exit. 

j Pnn. Now firs : birfady you Fougfit taire,fo did you Pete , fo 
didyou'S^^you arcLions too, you ran away vpon infhntt, 
you will hbttducK the true Prince, no fie. 
r Sar. Fayth,lran when I faw others runne. 

E. Prince*- 
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'Prince. Fayth.tcllmenow in carncft, how came Fa/Jlalfet 
Sword fo hackt? 

Pete. Why,hehackt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 
fweare truth outof£«^/«»^buthc would make you belccuc it 
was done in fight, jifid perfwaded vs to do the like. 

far. Yea, and to tickle our nofes with fpcare-grafle.to make 
them bleeedc, and then to beflubber our garments with it, and 
fwcareitwas the blood oftruemen.l did that 1 didnotthis fca- 
uen yeares before, I blufht to hearc his monftrous deuifes. 

Prin. O villainCjthou ftolcft a cup of Sacke eightccne yeeres 
ago.andwert taken with the manner, and euerfincc thou haft 
blufht extempore, thou hadft fire and fword on thy fidc,& yet 
thou ranftaway : what inftinft hadft thou for it? 

Bar. My Lord, doc you fee thefe meteors? doc you behold 
thefc exhalations/ 

Princ. I -doc. 

Bar, What thinkeyeuthey portend? 

Prin. HotLiucrs,andcoldPurfcs. 

"Bar. Choler,tny Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter Falflalffe. 

prin. No, if rightly taken, Haltcr.Hcrc comes leane /adhere 
comes bare-bone. How now my fweete creature of Bombaft, 
how long is’t agc,/^,fince thou faweft thine owne Knee? 

Fat. My owneKnec ? when l w*?. about thy yeares (Hal) I 
was notan Eagles talent in the waft: Icould hauc crept into a- 
ny Aldermas thumbe-ring : a plague of fighing and griefc, it 
blows taiun vp like a bladdcr.Ther’s vil.lanousncwes abroad, 
here was fir John Braby from your Father : you muff goo to the 
Courtin the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North ,Percy\ 
andhceof Wales, that gaue ydntanton the Baftinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold, and fwore the‘Z><«e//his true liegeman vpon 
the croffe of a Welch hookc* what a plague call you him? 

Pom. 0,Cflexdewer. 

Falf. Owen, Owen, the fame, and hisSonneinlaw Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland, and the fprighly Scot of Scottes Dow- 
vtas, that runnes a horfc-back yp a hill perpendicular, 

Pnn. Hee thatridesat high fpced, and withaPiftoll killcsa 



Sparrow flying* 



Fal. 
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Falf. YoR hauc hit it. 

Prin. Sodidherieuer thcSparrow. 

Falf. Well, that rafcall hath good mettall in him, he will not 
rutine. 



Prince. Why what a rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him fo 

forrunning? 

Falf A horfc*backe (ye cuckoe) but a footc hee will not 
budge a foote. 

Prin. Y es lack*, vpon inftin ft. 

Falf Igrant ye.vpon inftinft: well,hc is there too, and one 
Mordakt,tit\d a thoufand blew Caps more, Worcefierh ftolne a- 
way by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with thenewes, 
you may buy Land now as cheape as ftinkingMackrell. 

'Prin. Then tis ]ikc,if there ceme a hot Sunne,and this ciuill 
buffeting hold,wc fhall buy May den-heads.as. they buy Hob- 
nailes.by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the Malle lad, thou faifl true, it is like w e ffiall baue 
good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art not thou horrible a- 
fcard ? thou beingHeire apparant, could the world pickethce 
‘ out three fuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Dowglat, that fpirit 
r Tircy, and that diuell Glendower l Art not thou horrible afraide ? 
doth not thy blood thrill at it? 

1 Prin . Notawhit yfayth : Ilacke fomcofthy inftinft. 

Falf Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou commeft to thy Father: if thou doeloue. me, praftifiran 
anfwcre. 

Prin. Doe thou ff and for my Father, and examine me vpon 
the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall i: content: this Chaire ffiall be my State, this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, an J this Cuftiin my Crownc. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a ioynd Stole, thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, fora 
pitnfull bald Crowne. 

Fal. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee,, 
now fhaltthou be moued . GiucmeeacuppeofSacketomakc 
mine, eyes looke reddc, that it may be thought I baue wept, 
fori muftfpeakeinpafsion, and I will docitinlOng^w^yiv 
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Prince. Well,hcreismylegge. *: T 

Fdf. And here is my fpcech : Hand afideNobilitie. 

Ho. O Iefu, this is excellent fport,yfayth. t .l - ' 

Fd. Weepc no c fwcec Queene.for trickling teares are v;aine. 

Ho. O the father, how te holdes his countenance?-^;,'; 

Fd. For Gods fake Lords, conuey ray truftfull Q^ene : 

For teares doe flop the floud -gates of her eyes. 

Ho. O Iefu, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry Players, 
aseuerlfee. 

Fd. Peace good Pint-pot- peace good tickle braine. 

Harry, Idoenotoncly marticll where thou fpenoeft thy time, 
but alfo,how thou art accompanied :For though the Cammo- 
mile the more it is troden, the falter it growes; yet youth, the 
more it is walled, the foonerit wearcs-.thouartmy fonne.,1 haue 
partly thy mothers \vbrd,paytly i rny opinion;purchirfiy,a vil- 
lanous tricke of thine eye, and a fooli llrhangingofthy neather 
lip, that doth warrant mc.lftherithoufce fbrinexd’md,here'licth 
the point; why, being fonne to me, art thou fopoynted at r fhjll 
the blefl'ed fonneof heauenprouea ! tnkher,and cate Black-ber- 
ries? a quelliorilrot to beaskfsShall the Son ue of Eri^Lvtd puoue 
a thicfe,and take purfes? a queflion to be askt. There is a-thing, 
Harry, which thou hall often heard of, arid it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our land, by the name of Pitch; this Pitch (as ancicnt'wri- 
ters do reportjdoth defile? fo doth the company thou kcepell: 
For Harry , now Ido not fpeake to thee in drinke,butin> teares? 
not in plea.furc,but in pafsion; not in wordes onely , Latin woes 
alfo: and yet there is a vertuous man; whom l baud alien tioted 
in thy company, hut 1 know not his name. 

Pfm. What manner of man. andit like your Maieflic? . 

Fd. A goodly portlv m-m y faith, tk a corpulent, of a cheer- 
•fuliloolce,a pleafiny, e;. e',& a imfi tft >b!e canagc,5c as l tiiinke, 
his age fotne fifty, or bifkdyymciining to thr celcore, and now 
Iremtmber me,his name is Faljldjfc: it tharman Ihold be lewd- 
ly giuen,hc dcceiues the. F ofHary, I Ice vertue in his lobkes; if 
then the tree may be knowne by thefruite, as thefruitc by the 
tree, then peremptorily t fpeake it, there is' YcMue in that Pal- 
fldjfe, him keepc with, thcreflbanifh : arid tell mccnow-,thbu 
naughty varlet.tell mee, where hail thou been this month? ■ 

° Prince, 
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Henry the fourth, 

pytz* Poll thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou Hand for mee» 
wA lie play tny father. 

Fd Depofc me, if thou doll it halfcjfo grauely, fo maiefli- 
cally both in word and matter, hang mec vp by the heeles for a 
E.abbet-fucker,or aPoulters Hare. 

Prin. Wei l,h cere I am fet, 

: Fdf. And hcere I fland,iudge my maifters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come ycu. ? 

Fdf. My nobl e Lord, from Eaftcbeape. 

Prin. The complaints I heare of thee, are grieuous. 

Fdf. Zbloud my Lord, they arc falfe : nay , He tickle ye for a 
young Prince yfaith. 

7V«. Swearelt thou.vngi acious Boy?henceforth nere looke 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, thcreis a Di- 
ucllhauntes thee in the likeneflc ofa fat old Man, a cun of man 
is thy companion : why doll thou conuerfe with that trunkc of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beafllinelP-,that fwolne parcel 
ofDropfics.that huge bombard ofSacke, that fluft Clokc-bag 
ofguttes, that rolled Manning tree Oxewith the Pudding in 
his belly, that ryuerer.t Vice, that gray Iniqui ie, that father 
^uffi^that.y an it \ . in y cares i wherein is he good, but to tafte 
.Sac^anddnnkeit? .whcteinneateand clcnly, but to came a 
Capon & eate it ? wherein cunning, but in Craft ? wherein craf- 
tie,l mm Villanie? w herein villanous,butin all things? where- 
in worthy, but in nothing? 

. Fd. I would yourGra.cc would take mec with you : whom 

meanrs yoiirGracc ? 

'Prin. That villanous abhominable mifleader of youth, Fal- 
fidjf, that old white-bearded- Sathan. 

Fd. My Lord, the pianl know. Prin. I know thou doll . 

F,d. Butto fay, Ifeflqw njorcharme in him thcri in my felfe, 
vvereto fay more then i know : thalheis old(rhemore the pit- 
tic) his white hairesdowitneflcitjbut that he is(fauing your re- 
uerence)a.whorcma(ler, thac I vturly deny ; if Sacke & Sugar 
be afault, Godhelpe the wicked : ir^to be old and merry bea 
fame, then many an old Hoft that I know, is damn’d : if to be 
fatte, be to beLated, then'pharfips lcane K-inearc to be leued. 
No, my good Lord,bamlh PetqfPmPii BardolfiAtiifti Poimy but 
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for fwcet lacks Falfia/jfe ,\ciiv\ IacksEalftalffe, true lacks Falfialjfey 
valiant lacks Faljlalffe, and therefore more valiant, being as hee 
is old lacks Fa/fiaJjfe, banifh not him thy Harriot c< mpany, ba- 
nifh not him thy Harriet company*, banifh plumpe lad”, and 
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bani/h all the world. 

Pm/. I doe, I will. Enter Bar doll running. 

Bar. O, my Lord, thy Lord, the Shricfe, with a moft trion- 
ftrous Watch is at the dore. 

Fal. Out you Rogue, play out the Play : I hauc much to fay 
in the behalfe of that Faljfaljfc. 

Enter the Hoftejfe. 

Hof O Icfu,my Lord, my Lord l 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Diuell rides vpon a Fiddle- fticke, 
what's the matter? 

Hof. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore, they are 
cometofearch theHoufe,lhallIletthemin? 

Falf. Doeft thou heare Hall neuer calla true pecce of Golda 
Counterfeit.thou art cfFentially made, without feeming fo. 

Prin. And thou a naturall Coward, without inftinft. 

Falf. I deny your Maior *, if you will deny the Shcrife y fo, if 
notjlcthimenter lfl become nota Cartas wel a? another man, 
a plague on my bringing. vp: I hope I /hall as foonc be ftrang- 
led with a Halter as an other. 

‘Erin. Goehidethecbehindethe Arras, the reflwalke vp a? 
bouc.Now my Maifters.foratrucFace and good Confcience. 

Fal.. Both which I haue had} but their date is out.and there- 
fore lie hide me-. 

Prin. Call in the Sheriff. 

Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 

Prin. Now Maifter Sberife, whatis your will with me? - 

Sher. Firft, pardon me^ny Lord; Ahue & cry hath followed 
certainemenvnto thishoufe. 

Prin. What men? 

Shery One of them it well knowne, my gracious Lord, a 
groflefatte man. 

far. As facte as Butter. 

Prin. The man,I doe a/Ture you is not heere, 

For I my felfcatthij time haueiroployed him: 

And 









Henry the fourth . 

And Sheriflfc I will iHgage my word to thee. 

That I will by to morrow dinner time, 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man. 

For any thing he /hall be charg’d witball. 

And fo let me intreat you leaue the houfe, 

Sher. I will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this robbery loft 300. market. 

Prin. It may be fo : ifhe hauc rob’d thefemcn 
He /hall be anfwcrable : and fo farewell. 

Sher. Good night my noble Lord. 

> Prin. I thinkeatitgoodmorrow.isitnot? 

. Sher. Indeed my Lord, I thinkc it be two a clock. Enit. 

Prin. T his oy ly rafcall is knowne at well as Poulcs : goc call 
him forth. 

1 Peto. Falfialffcl fall a fleepe behind the Arras, and fnorting 
like a horfe. 

‘Erin. Hark, how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets 
He fearcheth his Pockett, and findeth certaine paperr. 

Erin. What haft thou found ? 

Teto. Nothing but Papers my Lord, 

7 ’rcn. Lets fee whatbethey : rcadc them. 

Item a Capon ii.s.ii.d. 

Itcmfawcc iiii.d. 

Item, Sacke, two gallons. v.s. viii.d. 

Item Anchoues and Sacke after fupper. ii.s.vi.d. 

"Item bread. ob 

O monftrous but one halfe pent worth ofbread to this into- 
lerable dcale of Sacke? what thcreiseHe,kecpe clofc, wcele read 
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it at more aduantage: there let him 



fleep till day; 

in the morning, Wemuftalltothewars, and thy place fhalbce 
honorable. lie procure this fat rogue a charge of foote, and I 
know his death will be a match oftwelue fcore* themony /hall 
bepaidcbackeagaine with aduantage? be with me betimes in 
themorning, and fo good morrow Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur, Worcefier , Lord Mortimer 
Owen C] lendower. 

Mar Thefc promifes are faire, the parties furc, 
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And our induftion full of profper.oijsliope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, 8c coofin Glcndower , will you fit downe? 
And vnclc Worcefier, a plague vpon ir,l haue forgot the Map, ' 
Glen. No, here it isjfit Coofin PercjGt goodCop fmHotfyiert 
for by that name, as oft. as Lancajlcr doth fpeake of you, his 
Cheekclookespaie, and with a riling figh he-wifheth yog in 
Heauen. 

Hot. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen G hr, dower 
fpokeof. ^ .. ... • 

Glen. I can notblamehim 5 at my natiuitie, 

The front ofReauen vv as full of firie fhapcs, 

Of burning Creffets : and at my birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d like a Coward. 

Hot. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, if yous? 
Mothers Cat had but kitcmcd, though your fclfe had ncuer bin . 
borne. 

Glen. I fay the Earth did fhakc when I was borne . 

Hot. And I fay the Earth was not of my mindc, 

If you fuppofe,as fearingyou,it fhooke. , 1 

Glens The Heauens were all oh fire, the Earth did tremble. 
Hot. Oh ! then the Earth fhooke to fee the Heauens 0 * fire, 
And not in feare of your Natiuitie : 

Difeafcd Nature oftentimes breakes fourth . 

Infirange eruptions, and the teeming Earth* 

Is with a kind ofCollickcpincht and vext. 

By theimprifoningofvnruly VVinde 

Within her wombc.yvhichfprinlargement firming, 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and topics downe 
Steeples, and mofigrowneTowers. At.your Birth ■:{ 

Our Grandam Earth, having this j 

In pafsion fhooke. 

Glen. Coofin, dfmany men 

1 doenotbcarethefecrolsmgs : giue me leaue , : 

Totell you once againc,thatt atrr.yB.u th, 

The frontofHeauen wasfull offierie fhapes, 

ThcGoates ran from the MountainesyandtheHeai’drA' ?. 
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted Fiddes, 

. d.hef? 
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Henry the fourth* 

Theft fignes haue markt me extraordinary, 

And all the courfes ofmy life do fhew, 

I am notin theroll ofcommon men : 
Whcreistheliuing.cliptin with the Sea, 

That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales f 
Which cals me Pupill.or hath read to me. 

And bring him out, that is but Womans fonne. 

Can trace mein the tedious wayes of Art, 

And hold me pace indeepe experiments. 

Hot. 1 thinkc there’s no man fpcakes better Wdfj\ 
Iletodiimcr. 

Mor. Peace coofen Tcrcy, you will make him mad. 

Glen. 1 can call Spirits from the vafiy deepc. 

Hot. Why,focanI,orfbcanany man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 

Glen. Why,! can teach thee coofen, to command the Diuell, 
Hot. And! can teach theecoofen, to fhame the Diuell, 

By tellins; tmtli. Tell truth.and fhame the Diuell. 

If thou haue power to raife him.bringbim hither, 

And lie be fwerne,! ii3ue power to lhame him hence. 

Oh while you line, re') troth, and fhame the Diuell . 

Mor. ' Come, come no m >reof this vnprofitable chat., 

Glen. Three tunes hath Henry ‘liullmg brooks made head 
Againfi my power, thrice from the banks oi Wye, 

And Sandy bottom'd Seuerne haue 1 hent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

Hot. Home without bootes, and in tewie weather too? 
How feapes he agues in tiic diuels name? 

Glen. Come, here is t he Map, fhall we dtuide our right, 
According to our threefold order tane? 

A/or. The ^/rch-dauon hath, deluded it 
Into three limits, very equally : 

England from Trent, and Seuerne hi the rto. 

By South and Eaf'l, is to my part ail igncle, 

A 11 We If w a rd , Wales beyond the Severn? lh or e. 

And all the ferti'c land within that bound. 

To Owen Glen (lower : and dcaie co.ofe, to you 
The remnant N orthw arm, ]y 1 ng ofl irom Trent, 

E. And 
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And ©tir indentures tripartite .ited^wne 
Which being fealed enterchangcably, 

( Abufines that this night may execute :) 

Tomorrow coofcn Percy you and I 
And my good Lord W^vWiVr Will let forth. 

To meet yourfatherahdtheStottifh power, 

As is appointed vs at Shrew {bury. 

My father Cjlcndmerhnot ready y Ct, 

Nor iball wee need his helpe thefe fourtecne dayef | 

Within th&t fpircb, you may hauedrawne together. 

Your tenants, friendes and neighbouring gentlemen, 

Glen, A /hotter time /hall /end me to yew, Lords 
And in my conduct iball your Ladies come, 

From whom© you nowrauft fteale and take no" leaue, 

For there will be a world of water Hied, 

Vpon the parting of your wiucs and you. 

Hot, Me thinkestny moity from Burton here 
In quantity equals not one of yours 5 
See, how this rider comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the bed of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone, a rodftrous (cantle out 5 

lie hape the currant in this place damd vp, 

And here the fmug and filucr Trent fhali run, 

3n a new channell, fairc and euenly. 

It fhali not wind with fuch acleepe indentj 
To rob me of fo rich a bottome here. 

(7/fv. Not windfit /half, it muff , y ou fee it d^fh. 

Mor, Yea, but marke how he beares his cdurfe, and tltns me 
vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much, as on the other fide, it takes from y©«t 
Wor, Yea, but a little charge will trench him here, 

And on this Northfide, win this cape of land 
And then he run* Anight and cuen, 
list. He hauc it fo, a little charge will do it* 
glen. Iienotkaueitakred* 
fist. Will not you? 

Glen. No, nor you /Iball not. »t ' 

Hot, Who fi wH fay me nay t 
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Henry the fourth 
Glen. Why, that Will I, 

Hot. Let me not vnderff and you then, fpeake it in weifi, 

Glen. I can fpeake Englilh,Lord, as well as you. 

For I was traind vp in the Englilh Court, 

Where, being but yong, 1 framed to the harpe 
Many an Engli/h dittie, louly well, 

And gaue the tongue a hclpcfull ornament ; 

A vertue that was neuer feenein you,. 

Hot. Marry, and I am glad ofit with all my heart, 

1 had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers ; 

1 had rather heare a brafen canftick turnd, 

Or a dry wheelc grat on the axle-tree. 

And that would let my teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo much as minfing Poetry ; 

T’is like the forc’t gate of a fhuf fling nag. f 
Glen. Come you fhali haueTrarf turnd. 

Hot. I do not care, Ile.giue thrice fo much land 
To any well deferuing friend : 

Butin the way ofbargaine, markeyeme : . 

lie cauillop the ninth partofa haire. 

Are the indentures drawne? fhali we be gone ! 

Glen. The Moone fhinesfaire, you may away by flights . 
Ilehafl the writer, and withall, 

Brcakc with your wiues, of your departure hence,'. j 
I am a fraide my dau ghter will run m ad. 

So much flic doteth on her Mortimer, . 

t Mor. Fie, cofcn Percy t how you crofTe my father. 

Hot. I cannot chafe, fometirae he angers me 
With telling me ofoftheMoldwarp and theAnt,, 

Ofthe dreamer Merlin and his prophecies : 

And, of a dragon and a finlefle fifh, 

A cUp-wingd Griffin and a raoultcn Rauen, ( 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale ofSkimble skamble fluffe, 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, 

He held me laft night, at leaf}, nine houres, 

In recktiing vp t]ic fcucrall diueh names. 
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That were his LaXkies : 1 cried hum, and well , 50 to. 
But markt hirri.not a word ^O.hci^as tedious 

As a tyred Horle,arayling Wife, 

Worie then a fmokie Houle. I had rather hue 
With Clicrfe and Garlicke tn a Windmill farre, 

Then feed on cates, and haue him talke to me, I 
In any Suromcr-houfe in Chiiftendome. 

Mor. in fay th he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well-read and profited 

In ftrange concealments, valiant as a Lion, 

And wondrous affable, and as bountrtuH 

As Mines of India • fliall L tell you, Coofen, 

He holdesyourtpiperm a high refpeff, 

And curbs himfclfe;cuen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come croflc his humour, fay th he does ” 

1 warrant you,that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him,as you haue done, 

With outthe taftc ofdanger and reprootc ; 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Ivor. In fay th, my Lord, you are too wilfull Name, 
And fince your comminghithcr.haue done enough 

To put him quite befides his patience: 

Youreuftnccdes !earne,Lord,to amend tins fau t 
Though fometimes it fhew greatnefle, courage, bloc 
And thats the deateft ghce it renders you : 

Y et often times it doth prefect harm \ age, 

Defect of manners, want ofgoucnuTscnt, 

Pride, hautinefTe, opinion, and difdainej 

The lead of which.liawnting-a Nobleman, 

Lofcth mens hearfe's',ahdleaues behind a flame 
Vpon thebeautie of all partes bcfuieSj 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot. Wcll,l am fchoold, Good-manners be you 
Hcerecomc your Wines, Unci let vs take our .eaue.^ 
Enter Glendomr,-mtb the Ladyes . 

Mar. This is the deadly fpight that angers me, 
M v Wife can fpealic no JLriglifo, 1 no fVeljo.i 

Glen. Mv Daughter weepcs,fliceie not part W«l 
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Sheele be a fouldier too, flieele to the warres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that lhe, and my Aimt Percy. 

Shall follow in your conduct fpeedily. 

Glendower fpeakes to her in welfo, ml foe astjweret 
himin the fame. 

Glen. Sheisdcfpcratheere, 

A pccuifh felfc-wild harlotry, one that no perfwafion can doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady Jpeakts in Welfo. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy 1 , pokes, that prety welfh, 

Which thou powreft downc from thefe (welling heauens, 

I am to perfe<ftin,and butforfhame 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwcre thee. 

TheLady aoaine in welfo . 

Mor. I vnderftand thy kiffcs, and thou mine, 

And thats afeeling deputation : 

But I will neaer be a truant loue, 

Tdl lhauelearnd thylanguage,forthy tongue 
Makes welfo as fweets as ditties highly pend, 

Sungby a faire Qyeenein a Summers bowre, 

With rauifhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay, if thou melt, then will fhcrunnemad. 

The Lady Jped^es againe in Welfo . 

Mor. 0,Iamingnoranceitfelfeinthis. 

■Glen. She bids you on the wantonrufhes lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And fhe will frng the fong that pleafeth you, 

And on your eyelids cro wne the God of fleepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauincile 
Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the hcauenly harneft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefle in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and hearcher fing, 

By that time will ourbookel thinkebedrawnc. 

glen. Do fo, and thofc Mufitions that fliall play to you. 
Hang in theayreathoufand leagues from thence, 

And flraight they fliall be here, fit and attend. 

E 3. hrloU 




j^KjpjsjHfafHiajiar 




M 



' The Hi fork of - 

Hot. Come Kate, thou art perfeft in lying downe : 
Come,quicke,quiclce, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 
La. Go, yc giddy goofe. ' 

The niujtcke Vlayes . 

Hot. Now I perceiue the diuell vnderftaiids Welfa, 

A nd t’is no marHcll he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufition. 

La. Then would you be nothing but muficall, 

For you arc altogether gouerned by humors : 

Lie ftiij ye thiefc, and heare the Lady Gng in Weljb. 

Hot. I had rather heare Lady, my brach howlcin/i*^. 
La. Would’ft haue thy head broken 5 
Hot. No. 

La. Then be (fill. 

Hot. Neither, t’is a womans fault . : 

La. No\y God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the Weljh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace, ihe lings. 



Here the Lady finyrs a Welfh fong. 

Hot. Come, lie haue your fong too. 

La. No ininein good footh. 

Hot. Not yours in good footh? Hart you fweare like a com- 
fitmakers wife, jnqf you in good footh, and as true as I liue,and 
as tjod hhall’mehd me, and as hire as day : 

And giueft fuch farceriet furcty forthy.othes, 

As ifthou neucr walkft further then Finfburie ; 

Sweare me Kate , like a Lady , as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and lcaiiein footh, 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread, 
Tove!uetgards,andSunday»C!tizens.. 

Come,fing. 

La. Iwillnotfing. I 

Hot. ,T is the next way, io turne tayler,or be red-breft teacher* 
and the indentures be drawnejlle away within thefe 2 . houres, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

glen. Come, come, Lord Mortimer., you are flow. 

As Hot Lord Tercy is on fire to go. 
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By this g&r Booke Is drawnc,w«debut feats, 

And then to Horfe iiamcdiatly, 

Mur. With all my heart. Emm#* 

Enter the King, Trine t of Wales, and other. 

King. Lords, giuc vs leaue, the Prince of Wales and I, 
MuftlW (omc priuaee conference, but be neere at hand, 

For we (ball prdcntly haue need of yet*, Extant Lords, 

I know not whetherGodwillhaueit fo, 
Forforoedifpleafingferuice l haue done. 

That in his fecret doorRe,out of my blood, 

Hee’le breed reuengeroent arid a fcourgeforroe 1 
But thou doft in the paflages of life, 

Makeme bcleeuc,that thou art ondy mark o 
For the hot vengeance, and the rod ofheauen, 

To punifh my miftreadinges. T dime dfe 
Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 

Such poerc.fuch barc/fuch lewd, fuch meane attempt?, 

Such barren p!cafures,rudc focietic, 

Asthou art matcht withall, and grafted to, 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood, 

And hold their Ml withthyPrincdy heart? 

Pm- So pleafe your Mate (be, 1 would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as dearc escufe, 
mwellas l am doubtleffd can purge 
My fdfeofmany Jam charg'd withall? 

?ct fuch extenuation let me beg, . 

A s in reproofe ef many tale-5 denude, _ , 

Which oft the care of greatneeneedeilnSuft heare 
By fmilipg Pkk4hankc5,and baft newesmsengett, 

1 may for feme thing? true, wherein my pm 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular 
Finds pardna enroy tmefuetbi won, 

Kim, God pardon thee 5 yet Mw wonder,#*#^? 

At thy affeiiens, which doe hold a wing 

Qtfite from the flight of alt thy 

Tlry place in CetnflsU thou haft ruddy left, 

Which by thyyaungef Brother lifuppUdef 

And art alfsssftsn alien i® «*« hearten 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud, 

T he hope and expeft ation of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foulc of cuery man 
Prophetically do fore-thinke thy fall : 

Had I fo lauifli of my prefence beene, 

So common hackncid in the eyes ofmen, 

So Hale and cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpc me to the Cro wne 
Had (till keptloyall to pofTelTion, 

A nd left me in reputeles banifhment. 

A fellow of no markenor likelihood, 

By beeing feldome feene, I could not Air 
But like a Comet I was wendredat, 

That men would tel their children, This is he t 
Others would fay , where, which is Bvdhngbrocbc 
And then I Hole all curtcfie from hcauen. 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humility. 

That I did plucke allegiance from mens harts : 

Loud fhoutes and falutations from their mouthes 
Euen in the prefence of the crowned king. 

Thus I did keepe my perfon frefh and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 

Ne’re feene, but wondred at, and fomyftate - 
Scldome, but fumptuous, /hewed like a feaft . 

And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled vp and dovyne* 

With (hallow iefters, and rafh bauin wits, 

Soonc kindled, and foone burnt, carded his ftate> 

Mingled his royalty with Carping fooles •, 

Had his great name prophanea with their fcorncs. 

And gauc his countenance again il his name, 

T o laugh at gybing Boycs, 'and Hand the pufh 
Ofcuery beardles vainc couiparatiue 
Grew a companion to the common fbeetes, 

Enfeofthimfelfe to popularity, 

Thatbcing dayiy fw allowed by mens eyes, 

They forfeited with honv, and began to loath, 

The taftoffvveetnes, whereof a little. 

Mors 
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Mere then a little, i*by much tee much . 

S® when he had occafion to b«e feene, 

He was, but as the Cucko w is in Iune, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 
As ficke and and blunted with community, 
Affoord no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on fun-like Maicfty, 

When it ihincs feldome in admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd, and hung their eye-lids downe 
Slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 
As cloudy men vfe to do to theiradU'erfaries, 

Being with his prefence, gulttedi, gorgdeand full. 
And in that very line, Harry ftandeft thou 
for, thou hafUoll thy Princely priuiledge. 

With vile participation, Not an eye 
But is awery of thy common fight, 

Sauc mine, which hath defired to fee thee more. 
Which now doth that I would not haucit doe 
Make blind it felfe withfoolifh tendernes, 

Prut. 1 (hall hereafter, my thrice gratious Lord • 
Be more my felfe. King. For all the world 
As thou art to this howrc,.was Richard then. 

When 1 from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh, 

And euen as I w as then is Percy now : 

Now by my feepter andmy fouleto bcote,. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the flate, 

Then thou, the fhadow of fucceffion. 

For of no right nor colour like to right, 

He doth fill ficldes with Harnes in theRcalme, 
Turns head againft the Lions armed Iawcs, 

A nd being no more indebt to y cares, then thou;. 
Lcades ancient Lords, and reuerent Bifhops on 
To bloody battels, and to brufingarroes, 

What neucr dyinghonor hath he got, 

A-gainft renowned r Dov>glas? whofe high d 
Whofe hotineurfions, andgreat name 
Holds from all Souldiers chicfcmau 
And military title capitall. 

G. 
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Through all the kingdomes that acknowledge Ghrift, 
Thrice hath the Hotjpur Mart in fwathing clothes, 
This infant warriour, in hisenterprifes, 

Difeomfited great Dovrglar, tane him once. 

Enlarged him, and nude a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth ®f deepe defiance vp. 

And fhake the peace and fafety of our throne. 

And what fay you to this l Percy, Northumberland, 

The Archbifhops Grace of Yorkc,'D»Bg/*/, Mart Oner, 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefenewes to thee i 
Why, Harry do I tell thee ofmy foes. 

Which artmy necr’ft and deeieft ensrny ? 

Thou that art like enough through vaffall feare, 

Bafe inclination, and the ft art offplcene, 

T o fight againft me vnder Tercyes pay, 

To dog his heeles, and curtfieat hts frowncs,-. 
To/hew how much thou art degenerate. 

c Prin. Do not thinke fo, you Mall not finde it fo, 
And God forgiue them, that fo much hauc fwayde 
'Your Maieftics good thoughts a wayfromme ; 

5 will redeeme all this on Tercyes head : 

And in the doling of f®me glorious day 
Be bold to tell you that Y am your fonne, 

When I will wcare a garment all ofbloud, 

And ftaine my fauours in-abloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, fhallfcouremy- fhame with it. 

* nd that /hall be the day, when ereidights 
t this fame child of honour and reno wne, 
'"\tHotpur, thisall-prayfed knight, 
thought at Harry chance to meet, 
or.fitting on his helme, 

•multitudes, and on my head 
h For the time will come 
V ortherne youth exchange 
■'y indignities, 

•1 my Lord 
ies on my behalfc. 
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And I will call him to fo ftri A account 
That he /hall render cucry g lory vp,- 
Yea,euen,the iicightcft wor/hip of his time , 

Or l will tearc.the reckoning from his heart! 
ThisintlicnameofGod I pronii feihere, 

The which ifhebepleaf dl lhall performe 
Ido befecch your Maic/ly may falue, 

The long growne woundes of my intemperance; 
Ifnot, the end of life cancels allbands, 

And I will die a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Ere breaks the fmalleft parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufendrebelsdiein this, . 
Thou (halt hauc charge, and foueraigne truft herein. 
Ho w now good 'Blunt* thy loolces are full offpeed. 

Enter Blunt. 



outni. ouuduicneeuiines tnattcometolpeakcof. - 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland, hath fent word, 

Tha tDorrglai and the Englijh rebels met 
The eleuenth of this month, at Shremburie i 
A mighty and afearefuli head they are, 

(Ifpromifes be kept on cuery hand) 

As cyer offered foule play in a ftate. 

King. The Earle oi fEeftmerland Cct forth to day, ' 

With him my fooneLord Iokn of Lane after 
For this aduertifementis fiuedaies old, 

On wednefday next Harry thou /halt fct forward: 

Qn Thurfday, weourfcjues will marchrOur meeting ■ 

Is Bridge-north, and Harry you /hall march. 

Through Glocefter-flnwt, by/which account 
Our buiines valued foine tweluc daics hence 
Our gcncrall forces at Briftgenorth flaallmcet. , 

Our hands are full ofbufir.es. let’s away, 

Aduantagcfecdes him fat, while mcn dc’.ay. . Exeunt-. 

Enter F alftalffe andT .doll, 

FaL Bar doll, am I not fainC away vilely fince this laft a&ion? 
do I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why my skin hangs about 
snelikean old Ladies loofe gowne. lain withered like an olde 
appl? Ioiuu Well, ile repent, and that fodainely^yhilc l am in 

G a. feme 



The Htforie of 

fomeliking, I fhallbcoutof heart lhortly,& then I /hall haue 
no ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the fn- 
fide of a Church is made of, lam a Peppercorne, a Brewers 
horfe.theinfideof a Church. Company, villaaous company 
hath been the fpoyle ofme. 

Bar. Sir Iohn, you are fo fretfull, you can not Hue long. * 

Fal. Why there is it* come, ling me a bawdy Song,makeme 
merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as aGcntleman need to be, 
vertuonscnough.fwore little, dic’d not aboue feuen times a 
weeke,wenttoaBawdy houfenot aboue once in a quarter of 
anhoure, paide money tbatl borrowed three or foure times, 
liued well, and in good coinpafle : and now I liue out of all or- 
der, out of compaffe. 

'Bar. Why, you are fo fatte/fr Iohn,. that you mull needes be 
. out of all compaffe : out of all reafonable compaffe, Str Iohn. 

Fal. Do th?>u amend thy face. Sc He amend my life : thou art 
our Admiall.thou bearefl theLanterne in the Poope,but t’is in 
theN ofe of thce:thou art the Knight of the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why, Sir Iohn, my face does you no harme. 

Fal. No, lie be fworne, I make as good vfc of it, as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, or a memento man. I neuer fee thy 
face,butl thinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple: 
for there he is-in his Robes burning.burning. Ifthou wertany 
way giuc to vertuc,I would fweareby thy face.-my oth fhould 
be,#7 this fire that's Cjods Angel: But thou art altogether giuen o- 
uer {and wert indeed, but lor the light in thy face, the Sunneof 
vtter darknefle . When thou ranft vp Gads-hilli n thenight, to 
catch my Horfe,if I did notthinkethat thou hadfl been znignis 
fktms,ov a ball of Wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. O 
thouart.aptrpetuallTriumph,an euerlafting Bone-fire-light, 
thou haft laued me a thoufand Markcs in Linkes and T orches, 
walking with thee in the night bet wixtTauerne and Tauerne: 
But the Sackc that thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me 
Lights as good cheapens thedeareft Chandlers in Snrape.l haue 
maintained that Salamander of yours, with fire, any time this 
two and thirtie yearcs : God reward me forit. 

Bar Z!oud,l would my face were in your belly. 

Falf. God amercy,fo fhould Ibe fure to be heart-burnd. ' 

Hew 
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How now, dame fxrtlet the Hen, haue jr®u enquirde 
yet who pickt my Pocket? Enter Hofi. 

Hof. Why Sir Iohn,v/hit do you think^Sir lehniio you thinks 
I keepe theeues in my houfe?I haue feareht, lhauc enquired/® 
haz ray husband, man by raan,boy by boy,feruant by feruant: 
-thetightofahairewasneuerloftinmy houfe before, . 

Fal. Yclie Hofiejfe, Bardot was fhau’d,and loft many a hairc: 
and lie be fworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you are a wo- 
man, goc. 

Hof. Who I? I defie thee: Gods light, I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before. 

Fal. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hof. No/v- Iohn,yo\i do not know me/zV Iohn\\ know you 
Sir Iohn, you owe me money Sir Iohn&now youpickea quar- 
rell to beguileme ofit : I boughtyou a dozen of Shirtes to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas,filthy Doiilas : I haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues,they haue madeBoultcrs of them. 

Aef. Now atlamatrue Woman.Holland ofviij.s.an ell: 
you owe money heere befidcj,<SYr Iohn, for your diet, and by- 
drinkings, and money lent you,xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. Hee had his part ofit, let him pay. 

Ho]. Hee? alas he-is poore,he hath nothing. 

Fal. How*, poorc? looke vpen his face: What call you rich? 
let them coinc his Nofe, let them coine his chcekes, lie net pay 
adenyer: what, will you make a younker ofmee?£hall I not 
take mine cafe in minclnne,butlfhall haue mypocketpicktrl 
haue loft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fourty marke. 

Hof. Q lefu,l haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft,that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal, How?thc?nwf is a Iacke, afncak-cup : Zbloudandhe 
were here, would cudgel him like a Dog, ifnewould fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Ealftalffe meetes him 
p/ayine on hie Trttnchien like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that doore y faiths 
Muftwcal! march? 

Bar. Yea,two and two*, Newgate fafliion. 

Hof. My Lord/ pray you heare mec. 

G 3 Frin, 
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Prin. What fail! thou, Mijhls quickly! how.dpwthy bus* 
band? I lone him well, he it an honeft man. 

I Toft. Good my J^ord heare me. 

Fal. Prethce let .her alone and lift to me.. 

Prin,. What far ft thou locket 

Fal. The other night 1 fell a fleepe here behind the Arras,., 
and had my pocket pickt, this houfe is turnde bawdy -hotife, 
they pickpockets, 

Prin. What didft thou \oCe Jacket 

Falf. Wilt thou beleeue me,/*/? three or foure bonds of for- 
ty pound a peace, and afeale Ringofniy grandfathers. 

-Pcin. A trifle, fomc eight penny matter. 

Hojf . So I told him my Lord, and I faid, I heard your Grace 
fay fo : and my Lord he fpeakes moft vilely of you, like a fcule 
mouth’d map, as h.c is, and. (aid., he would cudgdlyou, 

Prin. What he did not? 

If ofi. Ther’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in me els 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune 5 nor 
nomoretruthin thec,theninadrawneFoxc: andfor Woman- 
hood’ Mayd-marian may be the Deputies wife of the ward to - 
thee. Goe you thing, goe. 

Hof. Say, What thing, what thing? 

Fal. What thing? why, a thing to thankc God on. 

Ifof. I am no thing to thanke God on, I would thou fhouldft 
know it t I am an honeft mans wife, and letting thy Knight- 
hood afid'e,thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Fal. Sluing thy woman-hood afitle, thou art a bciift, to { ay. 

Cttherwife, 

Hof. Say, What bealh-thou knaue thou? 

Falf. What Beall? why anOtter. 

Pfin. An Otter, 'Sir Iohui. Why an Otter? 

Fa.j Why? fhce’s neither fifh nor flelh j a man knowes net 

whereto hauc her. . 

Hof . Thou art an vniufl maninfaying foythou,pr any man 
knowes where to haue me,thou knaue thou. 

Prin. Thou fayefltrueH<y?rjp,and hee flaunders thee, molt 

Sohcc doth you,m.y Lprd, and fayd this other days . 
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foa OUghthim a thoufand pound. 

Prin. Sirra,doe I owe you a thoufand pound? 

Fal. A thoufand pound /£«/? a Million: thy loueiswortha 
Million : thou o weft me thy loue. 

Hof. Nay, my Lord, hcc cald you Iackr, and faid hec would 
cudggell you. 

Fal. Did I, Bar do l? 

Bar . Iadeed, Sir Iohn, you fayd fo. 

Fal. Yca,ifhe fayd my Ring was Copper. 

Pri. I fay tis Coppertd aril thoubc as good as thy word now? 

Fal. Why Hall thou knowefl, as thou art but a man, I dare, 
butas thou art Prince, I fearcthee, as I fearc the roaring of ths 
Lyons whelpe. 

Prin. And why not as the Lion? 

Fal. The King hirafclfe, is to be feared as the Lyon: doeft 
thou thinke lie fcare thec,as I fcarcthy Father? nay, and I dec, l 
pray God my Girdle brcakc. 

prin. O.if it lhould,how would thy guts fall about thy knees? 
But lirra, there’s nc roome for Faith, Truth, nor Honefty,in this 
bofome of thine 5 it is all Aide vp with Guttes, and MidrifFe : 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket? Why thou 
horefon impudent inaboftrafcall, if there were any thin* in thy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings, memorandums of Bawdy hou- 
fes, and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candic to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were inricht with any other iniu- 
riesbut thefe, 3 am a villaine 5 and yet you will ft and to it, you 
will not pocket vp wrong : art thou notafhamed? 

fal . Doeft thou heare Halhhon knowftin the ftateofinno- 
ctnciZyAdam fell • &what Ihould poore Licke Falfialffe do in t he 
'daicsofvillany?thcufeeft,l haue more flelh then another man, 
6c thefore more frailty You confelFethcn youpicktmy pocket. 

Prin. It appearesfo by the ftory. 

Fal. Hoftejfe ,1 forgiue thee: goe make ready breakfaft,louc 
tliy H usband, looke to thy Seruants, cherifh thy Gheftes, thou 
/halt find me traftable to any honeft rcafon : thou feeft I am 
pacified ftill : nay, I prethec be gone. Exit Hofiejfe. 

Now Hal, to the newes at Court for the robbery, lad? how is 

thatanfwercd? ' ^ , 

7m. 
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Trin. Offly fwect feecffc, I mu ft ftill b« goo 
the mony is paid backe againe. 

Fal. O, 1 do not like that paying backe, tis a double labour. 

Prin. I am good friends with my father, Jc may do any thing 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doefti and 
do it with vn wa&t hands too. . 

Bar. Do my Lord. 

Prin. I haue procured thee Iacke a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had beeneofhorfe. Where lhall I findc one 
that can ftealc wel?0,for a fine theefe of the age ofxxii . or ther 
abouf, I am hainoufly vnprouidcd. Well, God be thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuousj I laud them, I 
praifethem. Prince Bar doll. Bar. My Lord. 

Prut. Go beare this letter to Lord Iohn efLancafler, 

To my brother M» : thisto my Lord ofWefimerland t 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles yet to ride eredinncr time : 

Iacke mcete me to morro w in tb e T cmple hall. 

At two aclockcin the afternoon c. 

There dial t thou know thy charge, and there recciuc* 

Money and order for their furn'turc. 

The land is burning, Percy Rands on high, 

And eyther they or wcinuft lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words ! braue world. Hofiee, my breahefaft come 
Oh, I could wilh this Tauerne were my drum. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur, Worcefier and ( Dowglat. 

Hot. Well faid,my noble Jeer, if fpcaking truth 
In this fine age were not though flattery, 

Such attribution fhould the Tlcmglas haue, 

As npt a Souldicr of this feafoas ftampe, 

Should go fo general! currant through the world r - 
By God I cannot flatter, I defie 
The tongues oi Toothers, but a bracer place 
In my harts loue hath no man tlien your fclfe. 

Nay, taske ms to my word, approue mcLord. 

Dow. Thou art the king oi honour. 

No naan fo potent breathes vpoa the ground, 

Butl will beardhim. Enter one with letters. 

Hit. 



d Angellto thee. 



Henry the fourth. 

Hot. Do fo, and t’is well ; What letters haft thou there I can 
Sbutthankc you. ’ . 

OHef Thefejetters come from yourfathcr. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes henothimfclfc? 

CWcf. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieupusfick. 

Hot. Zounds, ho w ha? he the leifucc to be ficke 
In fucli aiuftiingtime? who leades his power/ 

. Vnderwhofegoucrnmentcome they along? 

Mejf. His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 

Wor. I prethee tell me, doth Iig keepe his bed? 
tMcjf' Hcdid,myLord,fouredaycscreIfetforth. 

And at the timeofmy departure thence. 

He was muchfeard by his Pliifition. 

Wor. I would the ftateoftimehad firftbin whole, . 

Ere he by ficknelfehad bin vifited : 

His health was neucr better worth then now* 

Hot. Sicke now, droopenow, this ficknes doth infe& : 

The very life-bloud ofour enterprife, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campc : 

He writes me here, that in w ard fickncfTc, 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinke it meets, 

To lay fo dangerous and dearea truft 
On any fouleremou'd, but onhisowne. 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement, 

That with our fmall coniumftion, we fhould or. 

To fee how fortuneis difpos’d to vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the king is certainely pofleft 
Ofall our purpefes : what fay you to it? 

Wor. Yoiir fatiiers ficlcueffe is amaime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gaih, a v,try limme lopt off. 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we (ball find it. Were it good, 

To lettheexaft wealthofallour ftates,.. 

All a t one call? to l et fc rich a niaine, 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtfuil houre, 

If vyere not good, for therein fhould-weread 

' The.' 
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The very bottome and the foule ofHope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Dorvr. Fayth.afidfowefliosld, 

Wherc'now remaincsafweetreucrfion. , . ,_ s . 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t’is to come irt 
A comfort of retirement liucs in this. 

Hot. A randeuous.ahomc to fly state, _ 

If that the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 
Vpon themaydenheadofeurafifairts. 

Wor. But yet I would youf Father hadbeen hecre : 

The qualitie and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no deuifion,it will be thought 
By feme, that know not why he is away', 

That wifedome, loyalty, and meerc diflike 
• Of our proceedings, kept t'neEarlefrom lienee. 

Andfhmke, how fuch an apprehenfidn 

May turne the tide of fearefull faftion. 

And breed a kind ofqucftion in our caufc* 

For, well y r ou know, we oftha offring fide, 

Muft kcepc aloofc trora ftria arbitrement, 

And flop all fight-holes, cueryloope, from \vhchcc 
The eye of reafon may pric in vpon vs : 

This abfenccofyour Father dravves a curtame, 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind offcare 
Before not dreamt ef. 

H»t. You flraine too farre. 

I rather of his ab fence make this vfc, 

Itlcndes a luflrc and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize, - 

Then if the Earle were hecre ; for mcr, mult thinke, | 

. If we without his hclpc, can make a head 

To pufh againft thcKingdome, with his hilpe, j 
We {ball, or tumc it topfic turuy dowac : 

Yet all goes well, vet all our ioynts arc Whole . 

Doyvg. As heart can thinkc, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, at this deamc offcare. 

Entrr Sir Vrmen. 



f Hot* 



I 



titnrit the fenrth. 

H«t. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule. 

Ver. Pray Gad my newes be worth a welcome,Lord. 

The Earle of fVcfimcrland, fcauen thoufand flrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince Iobtt. 

Hot. No harme,w hat morel 

Ver. And further,! hauelearnd, 

TheKinghiixifelfein perfon hath fetfoorth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpcedily,. 

With flrpng and mightie preparation,. 

Hot. Fie fhali be, welcome too j Whereis his Sonne, 

The nimble, footed madcap, Prince of Walet, 

And his Cumradcs, thatdaft the world afidc, . 

And bidirpaflt? . 

Ver. All furnilbt? all in Armes? 

AHplumdc like Eflriges,that with thc,wi»dcy.„ 

Bay ted like Eagle$,haiung lately bathed, 

Glittering in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgious as the Su.nnc at Midfommer} 

Wanton as yo uthfull Goates.wildeas young Buis: 

I faw young Harrj with Iris Bcuer on, 

His Culhcs on his thighes,gallantiy armde, 

Rife from the ground like feathered Afercttry, 

And vaulted with fuch eafejnto his fc.it e v 
As if au Angell dropt.do wnc from the Clo^dcs, 

To tiirne and winde a fiery P'cgdfiit, 

And witch the woild with noble Horfc-manfhip. • 

Hot. No more,no more, worfe then the Sunnc in Match,. . , 
This pray fe dotlinourifli Agues 1 , let them come, 

Tliey come like Sacrifices in their. trim,, 

And to the firc-eydc mayde of fmpkic Warrc, 

All hot and bleeding.will we offer them : 

The may led Mart i hail on his Altar fit . 

Vpto the cares in Blood. I am on fire. 

To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh': 

Andyet notours. Come, let me take my Hot fe. 

Who is to bearc me like a thunder-bolt, 

Againft the bofome ©fthcTrwfe offTafeo^ 
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Harry to JHayffisM nbt Horfc to Horfc 
Meetc.anHife’re part, till one drop do wne a coarfe: . 

Oh, that Glcndomr wcre'cbme. 

Uer- There is iuorenev.es, 

I lean itrl in Worcefterys I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fodrteenedayes. 

Dawg. Thatsthc%orTltvding ; es,t!':atI hetreofyet* 

• Wor. I by my fay th,that beares a frofty found. 

Hot. What may the Kingcs whole Battell reach vntb? 
'Ver, Tb'tbbticthoufand. 

Hot. Fourticletitbe, 

My Father and being both avvay, 

The powers of vs, may feme lo great a day. 

Come, let vs take a Muller fpeedily , 

Doomcsday is neere, die a!!,dicrr.errily. 

D<mg. Talkenctofdying.Iam dufoffieare 



Ofdeath or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeeic. Exeunt. 

rr 7',//z .ter. ...j t> Ln ■ 
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Bar. Will you giue me money Captaine ? 
Falf Lay out, lay out. -SlsgS 

Bar. This Botrlemakei'ati Angell. 



PeromectcmeaTovyhesehd.. 

Bar. 1 will Captaine : farewell, Exit. 

Half. Ifl be afhamed offnj; Souldicrs,! am r. fo wfc Gurnet 
■’hauemifufed tljeKinges^relTe'damnablyV I hauegot in ex- 
change of 150 Sguldicrs, 300.6c odclc pounds. 1 prefie me none 
butgood Houlholders, Yeomens fonnes, inquire mcoutcon- 
traftedBatchelers, luck as had been askt twice on the Banes* 
fuchaccmmoditieof warme flaue?, as had as leiueheare the 
DiuelSas aDmmme,fuch as fcarc the report of a Calmer, 'worfe 
then a ftrook-foole,or a hurt Wiid-ducke: I,preflme none but 
fuch Tofts and Butter, vyilh lieartesiri’their bellies no bigger 
then Pips heads, and they liaue bought out' their feruifes: and 

now 




now,my whole charge confiftes of Ancients, Corporals, Lieu- 
tenants, Gentlemen of companies, Slaues as ragged as La^arut 
' in the painted Cloth where the Gluttons Dogs lickedhis fores: 
.and fuch as indeed wereneuer Souldiers, but difearded vniuft 
Seruingmen,yonger Sonnes to yongerBrothers.reuolted T ap- . 
fters and Olliers trade-falnc.the Cankers of a ealme world, and 
longpeace, ten times more difhonorable ragged, then an old 
faezde Ancient 5 and fuch haue I to fill vp the roomes of them 
as haue bought out their feruices,that you would think*, that 1 
"had a hundred and fifde tottered Prodigals, lately come from 
Swine-keeping, from eating drafte and huskes.^Amadd rellow 
met me on the way, and told me I had vnloadedall the gibbets, 
and preft the dead bodies.No eye hath feene fuch Skar-crowes. 
lie notmarch through C oh entry with them, that’s flat : nay, and 
the villain cs march wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyues 
on, for indeed, 1 had the molt of them out of Prifonj there’s not 
a Shirt and ahalfcin all my company, and the halfe Shirt is 
two Napkins taelct togcather, and throwne oucr the Ihoulaers 
likeaHearaldscoatewithout fiseue« *andthc Shirt to fay the 
truth, llolnc from my Holl of S. Alkanes, or the Rcd*nofe n- 
keeper of Dauintrj .- but that’s all one, they’le finde Linnen 
enough on euery Hedge, > , » 

Enter the Prince ,and the Lord of fV ftncrland. 

‘Brin. How now blowiae lacke? how now Q^iilt ? 

Fal. What Hal?How now mad wag, what a diucll doll thou 
inV/arnncfflnrelbAy good L. of V/ejlmerlmd, I cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin t&Srjreivcsl’Mric. 

Fay th Jib John, t’is more then time that I were there, 
and . oil too-, but my powers are there already : the King I can 

tell you,tookes for vs all *wemuft away all night. . 

Tal. Tut, neuerfeare tell me, l am as vigilant asa Cat, to aeale 

Prim I thiake to ftcale Creame ind ecd , lorthy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter : bu t tell me, ,/*%„wl!ofe fedowes are 
thefe thatcome after? 



Falf. Mine Hal, mine. 

Prut. I did ncuer fee fuch pittifuil ralcals. ■■ 

Falf. Tut, tut, good enough to toffc, food for powder, fo* 
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for Powder,thcy : lc fill a pit as well as better : tuffi man,mortall 
inen.mortallnien. 

Weft. I, but, Sirlobn , mcc-thinkcs they are exceeding poorc 
and barc,too beggarly. 

. Teil. Faith, for their poumy.I know not where they had that} 
And for their barencs, I am hire they neucr learnt that of me. 
JPri. No, He be fworne,vnleflc you cal three fingers on the ribs 
bare: But firra,make ha ffPwry is already in the field. Exit. 

Fell. What, is the King mcamp’d? 

Weft. He is, A?- John, I fcare we fhall flay too long. 

Feil. Well, to thc latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning ofa 
Fcaft,fitsadull fighter, and akcenegucfh Exeunt. 

Enter Hotfpur, Worccfter , Dowglas, andVcrmsn. 

Hot. Weele fight with himto night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dorp. You giue him then advantage,.,. 

Vcr. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay you foj lookcs.hc not for fupply 5 
Vcr. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certaiue, ours is doubtfull. 

War. Good Coofen be aduifde, flir not to nights 

Vcr. Doc not, my Lord. 

c Doiv. You do not counfeii-well: . 

You fpeakc it put of feat e, and cold heart... 

Vcr. Doc me no Hinder, Dcnvg/a;, by my life. 

And I dare w.efl maintainc it with my life j 
If-wcllrclpcftcclHonour bid me cn, 

I hold ailudc counfcll with weakefearc, 

As you,my Lord, or any Scot that this day liues.: 

Let it be fcenc to morrow ititbe Batcell, which of us feares. 

Dorr. Ycaorto night. Vcr. Content. 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Vcr. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men offucli great leading as you are* . , 
That you-forefec not what impediments 
Brag backc our expedition : certaine Horfe . .. 

Of my cookajfmm, are not yetcorae vp, 

w You:. 
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Y otir Vncle Worceftert Horfe came but t« day, 

And now their pride and mcttall is afleepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfeis halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot- So are thcHorfcs ofthe Encmie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low ; 

The better part of ours arcfull of reft. 

'Wor. The number of the King exceedeth our t 
For Gods fake, Coofen, ftay till all comein. 

TheTrumpet founder a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 
Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
Ifyou youchfafe me hearing, 'and refpeft. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination * 

Some of ys loue you wclljaad euen thofe fome 
Enuie your great deferuinges and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our qualitie, 

But ftand againft vslikeanEnemic. 

'Blunt. And God defend, but fKfllfliould ftand fo. 
So long as out oflimit and true rule 
You ftand againft anoynted Maieftic : 

But to tny charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and wherevpon 
You coni urc from the bxeaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, teachinghisdutiousLand 
» Audacious crueltie. Ifthat the King 

Haucany way your gooddefertes forgot, 

Which he confeflcth to be manifold, 

He bids you name yourj^tiefes, and with all fpeed, 

You fhall haue yourdenres withintereft, 

And Pardon abfolutc for your felfe, and thefe, 

Herein milled by your fuggeftion. . 

Hot. The King is kind : and well weknowftheKmg 
Knowes at what time to promife, when to pay : 

My Father, my V ncle, and my felfe, 

Did ginc him that fame Royaltie he weares. 

And when he was inot fixe and twenty ftrong, 

Sickein the worldcs regard, wretched, and low, 
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A poore vfiminded outl aw fnsaking home, 

My father gaue him welcome to the fhore : 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 
Hccamebutto be Duke of Lancaftpr.:, 

Tofue hislineryandbeg his peace, 

With teares ofinnocency, and tearmes ofzeale : 
My father in kind heart andjhtty tnou’d. 

Swore him affiflance and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of therealsne, 
Perct iud Nort hum[-'crl,;r.<ddiA leane to him,, 

The more and Idle came in with cap and knee. 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, tillages, 

Attend him on bridges, ffoode in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their othes, 
Gaue him their heirs, as pages followed him, 
Euen at the heeles, in golden multitudes, 

He prefently as grcatncffe knowes it felfc,. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while hisbloud was poore, 

V pen the naked fborc at Rauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth takes on him to reformc 
Some certainc edids, and fome ftraight decrees 
That lay to heauie on the common wealth, 

Cries out vpon abufes, feemes to weepe 

Quer his Countries wrongs, and by this face. 
This feeming brow ofiulfice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ? 

Proceeded further, cut me off the.heads 
Dfallthe fauourites that the abfent king 
3.0 deputation left behind him here, 

When he was perfonall in the iriffi warre. 

Blunt. Tut, 1 came not to heare this. 

Hot. Then to the point. 

3 n fliort time after, he depos’d the King, 

Sopne after that, depriod him of his life, 

And in the neck of that,task’t the whole Bate: 

To make that worfc.fuffered his kinfman March, 
Who is, ifeuery owner were plac’d, 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfomc to lie forfeited, 

Pifgrac’d me in my happy vifforics, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vnclc from, the Counfcll boord* 

In rage difmifde my Father from the Court, 

Broke otheon oth, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in conclufion,drouevs to feekeout 
This head offafetie,and withall toprie 
Into his tide, the which we findc 
Too i ndireft for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I rerurnc this anfwere to the King? 

Hot. Not fo, SirWalter. Weelc withdraw a whiles. 
Goe to the King, and let there beimpaund 
Some Atretic for a fafereturnc againe, 

And in the morning early fliallmy Vncle 
Bring him our purpofe; and fo farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would acceptof grace and loue.j 
Hot. Andraay be,fo wcfhall. 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

Enter Arcbbtfiof of Torke,and ft?LMlthell. 

• Arch. Hie, good Sir Michell, bearethis fealed Briefc. , . 
With winged hade to the Lord CMarJhall, 

This to my cooien Scroope, and all the reft 
To whorayihcy are directed. If you knew 
How much they doc import, you would make ha(k. ; 
Sir Mv. My good Lord, l geffe their tenor . 

Arch. Like enough you doe. 

To morrow, good Sir Michell, is a day . 

Wherein, the fortune often thoufand men , . 

Muff bide the touch: For Sir, it Shremburie, 

As I am truly giuen to vnderfl and. 

The King with mighty and quickerayfcd power, 
Mectes with Lord Harry 5 and I feare, Sir Michell, 

What with the hekntifeof Northumberland, 

Whofc power was in the firft proportion; 

And what OwenGlcndovcrs abfence thence. 

Who with thesn,wa$ rated firsnely to 

h 
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And comes not in, ouer-rulde by Prophecies, 
IfeatethepoweroffVrcy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King. 

Sir M. Why, my good Lord.you need not fearc. 

There is BmvglaM , and Lord c Mortimer, 

Jrch. No fJMor timer is not there. 

Sir M. Bat there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefter, and a head 
Of gallant Warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is.but yet the King hath drawnc 
The fpeciall head ©fall, the land togcather; 

T hcTrince of Wales, Lord Iohn of Lancafter , 

The noble Weftmerland, and warlike Blunt i 
And many mo Coriuales, and dcare men 
Of eftifnatton, and command in armes. . ,, 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he ihall be well opposd. . 
Arch. 1 hope no lefle? yet, needful! t’is tofeare, 

And to preusnt the vtorft, Sir Afichell, fpecd : 

For ifLord Percy thriuenot ere the King 
DifmilTe his power, he meanes to vifu vs, 

For he hath heard of o ur confederacy, • 

And, tis but wifedome to make ftrong againlt him : 

T f.erefore make hade, I muft goe write againe 
To other friendes,and fo farewell,^ MichcL. Exeun . 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Iohn of Lancafler, Earle of 
Weft mer land. ,Sir Walter Blunt, and Fa/ftaljfe. 

Kiwr- Flow bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboueyon buskichill,theday Icokes pale 
At his diflemperature. 

Trince. The Southeme wmde ^ 

Doth play the trumpet to his purpotes., 

And by hollow whiffling in the leaucs, 

Foretelsa rcnipelfandablufteringday. 

Kiras. Then with the lofers let it fimpathize, 

For nothing can feeme foule to thofe that w-mne. 

The Trumpet (ottndes .Enter Wortseft er. 

Km?- Ho w now my Lord of Worcefter ? tis not well, 

That you and i ilrould meet vpon fuch tcarnies, j ^ 
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As now wenieetc. Youhaucdeceiude out truft. 

And made vs doff* our caffe Robes ofPeace, 

TocruOi our old bins in vrrgentle Steele : 

This is not vv.ell.my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay yoii to it ? will you againe vnkhit 
This churli/h knotofall abhorred Warre? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giuea fairc and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigic offearc,and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times; 

Wor. Hcare mee, my Liege : 

For mine owncpart,I couid be well content 
To entertains the lag- end of my life 
With quiet hotires : For l proteft, 

Iliaue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King. Youhaue not fought it show comes it then? 

Vaif. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

Prirt. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. ItpleafdeyburMaielfy toturneyour lookes 
Offauour,from my fclfc,and all our Houfei 
And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

Wee were the ffrfl and deareff of your friendes, 

For you, my Staffe of office did I breake; 

In Richardtt ime,and pofted day and night; 

To meetcyou on the way, and kilfe your hand, 

When yet you xvereinplace,and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as l y 
It was my felfc,my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fvvore to vs, 

And y oudid fweare that Oath ziTanc after, 

That you did nothi ng ofpurpofe gainll the (fate 
Nor claime no further; then your new falne right, 

The fcate of(74«»r,Dukcdome of Lancafler, 

To this.wc fweare our ayde : but infhort fpacc 
Itraind downe Fortune fhowringon your head. 

And fuch a floudofGreamcfTe fell on you. wfe| 
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What with ourhclpe, what with theabfcntKirtg, 
What with the iniurics of wanton time. 

The feetning fufferances that you had home, 

And the contrarious windes that helde the King 
So long in the vnluckic/r//* Warres, 

That all in England did repute him d ead j 
A nd from this fwarme of faire aduantagcs, 

You tookcoccafion to be quickly wooed. 

To gripethc generall fway into your hand. 

Forgot your oath to vs at ( T)ancaJler\ 

And being fed by vs, you vs’de vsfo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes bird, 

V feth the Sparrow, did opprcffeour ncft, 

Grew by our feeding, to fo great a bulke, 

That euen our loue dur ft not come ncere your fight 
Forfcareoffwallowing : but with nimble wing 
Wee wercinforft for fafety fake, to Hie 
•Out of your fi^ht, and raife thisprefentHcad, 
Whereby we ftand oppofed by luch meanes 
As you-your felfehaue forg’d againftyourfelfe, 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of aft fay th and troth 
Sworne to vs in your younger enterprife. 

King. Thefethihges indeed, you haue articulate, 
Proclaymed at Market crofies/rcad in Churches, 

To face the garment of Rebellion, 

With fome fine colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changclings,and poore difeontents, 
Which gape,and rub the-Elbow at thenewes 
Ofhwrly burly innouation : 

And neuer vetdid Infurrcftion want 
Such watercolours, to impaint his caufe } 

N or moody Beggars, ftaruing for a time, 

Of pcl-mell hauocke and confufion. 

Prin. In both your Armies, there is many a foulc 
Shall pay full dcarely for this encounter. 

Ifoncethey ioyne in tryall.tel! your Nephew, 

The Prince ofWalei doth ioyne with all the world 
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InpwyfeofffWfl? Percy : by my hopes 
This prefent enterprife fet of his head, 

1 doe not thinkcabraucr Gentleman, 

More aftiue, more valiant, or more valiant young. 

More daring, or more bold, is n o w aliue, 

To grace this latter age with Nobledcedcs 5 
For my part, I may fpcake it ta my ftiame, 

I hauea trewantbcentoChiualrie, 

And fo I hearehee doth accountmee too } 

Yet this beforemy Father* Maieftie, 

I am content that he (hall take the ods 
, Of his great name and eftimation, 

And will, to fauc the blood on either fide. 

Trie fortune with him in fingle fight. 

King kud, Prince tf Wales So dare weVenture met* 

Albeit, confidcrations infinite 

Doc makcagainft it : No good Worctfter ,no, 

Wee loue our people well', euen thofe we loue 
That arc milled vpon your Coofem part i 
And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both bee, and they, and you, yea euery man, 

Shall be my friend againe,and lie be his s 
So tell your Coofcn.and bring me word, 

What he will doc. Butifhe willnotyccld, 

Rebuke and dread corre&ion waite on vs, 

And they lhall doe their office. So be gonn. 

We willnotnow be troubled withrcply, A 

We offer faire, take it adisifedly. ExstWorcefter* 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my life, 

The T) over!. is and the Flotjpur both togeather, 

Arc confident againft the world in ariEes. . 

King Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 

For on their anfwere will we fet on them} 

And God befrend vs, as our caufe is iuft. Exeunt. Manent 

Fal. thou fee me downe in the Batten Prm.tal. 

And beftridc sne fo, tis a point of friendlhip. 

Prin. Nothing but a Colojfus can doe thee that friendlhip. 
Say thy prayers,and farewell. ^ 
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Fa/f. I would it were bed time Hal, and all weir* 

Prin. Why/ thou owed God a death. 

Falf. T is not due yet, 1 would be loth to pay him before his 
day : what need 1 be fo forward with him that cals not on me ?■ 
Well,tisKO matter, Honourpricks melon : yea, but how if Ho- 
nour prick me off when 1 come ©B?how. thcn.can Honour fet to 
a leg? no, or an arrr,e?no,or take away thegricfeofa.wcRind?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgeriothen?no : What is Honour? a 
Word: What is that word Honour? Aire: a trim reckoning. 
Who hath it ? he that died aWcdnefday f Doth he feele it ? no : 
doth he heareit?no:tis infenfible then? yea, to thedead:but will 
jtnotliue with the liuing? no: why ? detraaion wifi not fuffer 
it, therefore lie none of it ; Honour is aroeerc Skutchion; and 
lo ends my Catechifme. ’ Exit. 

Enter Wercefler, and fir Richard Vernon. 

War. O no, my Nephew muff not know, Sir Richard, 

The liberall kind offer of the King. 

Ver. T’werebefthedid. * 

Wor. Thenare weallvndonCj 
2t is notpofsible,it can not be, 

The King would keepe his word inloiiing vSj, 

He will fiifpeft vs dill, and find a time, 

Topunifhthis offence mothers faultes ; 

Sttppofition,all ourliues,fhall bcducke full of eyes;. 

For Trcafon is but trudedlilce theFoxe, 

Whoneucr fo tame,fo cherifht,and locktvp,. 

Will haiic a w.lde trickc of his anceders : 

Lookehow he can, or fad or merrily? 

Interpretation will mifquote our lookes. 

And we (ball feed like Oxen at a flail. 

The better cherifht, dill the nearer death. 
MyNephewestrcfpafTemay be well forgot, 
it hath the excufe of youth, and heat of blood, 

And an adopted name of Priuilcdge, 

A haire-braind Hotjpur, gouerned by n fplecne, 

All bis offences line v.pon my head, 

And on-his Fathers, We did trainc him on, 

And bis corruption benigtane from vs. 
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Wc as the fpring of all.fhal pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofenjct not Harry know 
In any cafe, the offerof the King. Enter Hotjpur 

Ver. Deliner what you wil.lle fay tis fo.Here comes you coofe 
Hot. My Vncleisretnrrid, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of IVcftmerland : 

Vncle,What nevves? 

Wor. The King will bid youBattcll prefently. 

Dowg. Dcfie him by the Lord of Wejlmerland , 

Hot. Lord Dewg/aiygoe you and tell him fo. 

Dong. Mary and fhall,and very willingly. Sxit Dowg. 

Wor. There is no feeniingmcrcy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently ofour grievances, 

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that he isforfworne. 

He cals vs Rebels, l ray tors, and will feourge 

Withbawty armes,this hatefullnamein vs. Enter Dowg. 

t)ow<r. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue thro wne 
A brauc Defiance in King Henries teeth; 

And Wejlmerland that was ingag’d did beare it. 

Which can notchufebutbringhim quickly on. 

Wor. The Trince of Wales ftept foorth before the King, 

And Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrcll lay vycn our heads. 

And that no man might dtaw fhort breath to day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth : tell mee.teli mee. 

How fhewd his talking ? feemd it in contempt 2 
Ver. No, by my foule, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeflly, 

Vnlefle a Brother fliould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proafeot armes. 

He gaue you all the du ties of a man, 

Trund vp your prayfes with aPriuccly tongue, 

Spoke your deferuingslike a Chronicle, s 

Making you euer better then his pray fe, 

By ftilld ifprayfing prayfe, valued with you : 

And which became him like a Pritieeindeedj jV 

= 
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Hee made a bluftiing ci tall of himfeife. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As it he maftred there a double fpirit 
©teaching, and of learning inftantly : 

X here did he paufe* but let me tell the world, 

If heout-liue the enuie of this day, 

England A idneuer owefo fwcetca hope, 

So'tnuch mifeonijrued in his wantonneue* 

Hot. Coofcn,l thinks thou art enamored? 

On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at libcrtie : 

Butte he as he will,yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arrne, 

That he fhall ftirinke vnder my curtcfic. 

Arme,armc with fpecd,and fellow’s fouldiers, friends, 

Better confider whatyou haucto doc. 

That I that hauc not well the gift of tongue, 

Gan-lift-your blood vp with pcrfwafion. Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them no w . 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort *, 

To fpend that fhortnelTe.bafely , were too long: 

If life clidride vpon a Dials poynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre, 

And if weliue, we Hue to treed on Kinges, 

If die,braue death, when Princes die with vs.. 

Mow for our Consciences, the Armes is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them is Hift- £nUr an0t cr ‘ 

Me(f. My Lord. prepare, the comes oh apace, 

Hot. Ith ankc him, that he cuts me frommy tale : 

For I profelTc not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft : and here draw I a S word,- 

Whofc temper 1 intend to ftaine 

With the beft bipod that I can meet w uhall. 

In the aduenture of this perilous day. 

Now cfpcrancc Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftic iuftruments of Warrc,. 

And by that nmficke,lct vs all imbrace^. ^ 
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For heauen to earth, fonte ofvs neuer jjjjall, 

A fecond tune do fucli a curtefie. \ . 

Here, they embrace,, the Trumpets found, the King enters with his 
power, alarms /<} the Battcll: then enter Bowens, and Sir 
Walter Blunt. _ ; ... , , . 

*Blunt. What it hy n3me,that in Battcll thus thou crofieftme? 
What honour doftthou fcelce vppnmy head’ 

Dow. Know then, my name is Dowglaj, 

And I doe haunt thee in the Battell thus, 

Bccaufe feme cell me, that thou art a King. • 

2’ font. 'They tell thee true. 

Dowg. T he Lord of Stafford dearc to day hath bought 
- Thy likenefTe,for in ftead of thec.King Harry 
Tliis Sword hath ended him, fo /hall it thee, 

A^eleflethou yeeld thee as aPrifoner, , . 

'Blum. I was not borne toy ecld.thou proud Sot, , ‘ ;; 

Aud thou fbalt find aKing that willreucnge 
hotdStajfords death. 5 , 

Thcyfgt, D owglas kUsBluni\ then enters Hotfpure 
Hot. O Dowglaf,htt&R. thpiifought atHelmede>nhu$ } . 
Lncuer had triurnpht ouera^r. 
k Dowg, Als.donc,.als won, here breathjes lyes the King, 

Hot. Where? Dong. Heere. ' 

Hot. This,D«»^/^?no,I kaow ; this tacefull well, ; : 

A gallant Knight.he vyaa,bis aame.!Sas -5/««rj[ 

Semblably fiirnilbt like the King hiijlffltfe. , : 

‘Dowg. Ah foole,goc with thy foule whithcrit goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too dears, 

Why didft thou tell me,that thou werta.K.iftg/’ 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dowg. Now by my Sword, l will kill all his Coates, 
lie murder all his War.dropcpie.ee by piec^ > . 

Vntill ImectetheKing. Hot . Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers fland full fairely for the day. 

Alar me, enter Faljlaljfe folus. / 

Volf. Though I could fcape/hor-freeatZW«/, I feare the 
dhot herejiere’s no {coring but vpon the pate.. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter £/«»?, thcre’s honour for you, here’s no vanitie, 

1C* S .. 
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I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too: God keepc Lead 
out of me, I need no more weight then mine owns Bowels. I 
haue led my rag of Muffins where they are peperd : theres not 
three of my tjo. leftaliuc, and they are for the townesend, to 
he^ duringlife.But who comes heere? Enter the Prince, 

Prin. What ftandli thou idl'ehere? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNoble man lies ftarke and ftiffe 
Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreuengdyl prethee lend me thy fword. 

Pal. O Hal,l prethee giueme leaue to breath a while: T urke 
Gregofie neuer did fuch deeds in arrhes, as I haue done this day : 
1 haue paydTmy,! haue made him fure. 

Prin. He is indeed, and lining to kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Pal. Nay , before God Hal, if Percy be aliuc,thou getft not my 
Sword •, but take rriy Piftollif thou wilt. 

Prin. Giueitme : what? is it in tha cafe? 



FalJ. I Hal, tis hot, theres that willSacke a Citie. 

The ‘j Prince dr (trees itoHt,and findes it a hot tie ofS acke. 

Prm. What, is it a time to ieft and dally now. 

He t hr owes the Bottle at hint. Exit, J 



Fat. If Percy be aliuc,Ilcpifcrce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo: if he do not, ifl come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado ofine. I likettot fuch grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: 
giue me life, which, if l can (hue, fo : if not, honour comes vfl- 
lookt for, and theres an end.’ 

1 A ■ 

Alarme, exctsrftons, enter the Kingfhe Trine e,Lord Iohn 
of Lahcafier, and Earle ofWeftmerland. ■ 

King. IpretheeH/^withdraw thy fclfe, thou blcedeft too 
much 5 Lord Iohn of Lancafter, goe you with him. ■ ■ • 
p.Ioh. Not I,my Lord,vnlcfTe i d id bleed too. 

Prin. 1 befeech your Maieftie make vp, 

Lcaft your retirement doc amaze your friends. 

King. I will do fo; my L . o fWeftmerland lead him to his Tent. 
Weft. Come, my Lord, lie lead you to your T ent* 

Pnn. Lead me my Lord? I do not need your helpc; 

And God forbid a (hallow feratch fhould dnue 
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The Prince of Wales from fuch a Field as this. 

Where ftaindeNobilitielics trodenon, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maffacres. 

Iohn. Wee breath too long, come coofen Weftmerland, 

Our dutie this way lies : .For Gods fake come. 

Prin. By God, thou haft deceiude me, Lancafter, 

I did not thinkc thee Lord,offuch afpirit j 
Before I lou’d thee as a Brother, Iohn, 

Butnow r Idocrefpeft theeasmySpule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoynt, 

With loftier maintenance then I did lookcfor 
Of fuch an vngroWne Warrier. 

Prin. O, this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Dorvg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowg/arfatall to all thofe 
That wcarc thofe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit!! theperfon ofaKjng? 

King. The King bimfclfe,whaD<W(n^/gricues at heart. 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft met, 

And not the very King : I haue twp Boyes ‘ 

StekeTercy and thy felife, about the Field ? 

But feeing thou falft on me fo luckily, 

I will aftay thee, and defend thy felfc. 

Dowg. I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in fay th thou beared thee like a King : 

But mine I am fure thou art,who ere thou be; 

And thus l winnethee, 

They fight, the Kingbemg in danger, enter Prince of Walds. 
'Erin. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe,the fpirites 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but hemcanes topay. 

They fight, Dowglas flyeth. 

Cheerely my Lord, ho w fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Chften : He to flifton ftraight. 

King-. Stay,and breath a while,, 
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Thou haft rcdcemd thy loft opinion, 

And fhcwde thou naakcft feme tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to roe. 

Pm. O God.they did me too ranch iniurie. 

That euer fayd, I harkened to your death : 

If it were fo,I rtiight hauelet alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas oucr you. 

Which would haue been as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poyfenous PoUons in the world, 

And fail’d the trechei'oiisUbd.ur of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to Clifton,\\i\ 6 S. Nicholas Cawfiey. ( 

Enter Hotfpur. , 

Hot. If lmiftakc not, thou Harry Monmouth ? 

Prin. Thou fpeakft.asif i would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Hrin. Why then I fee a very vAliant Rebel! of that name. 
lam the PrinceofJValas and thinkenot Percy, 

To lharc with me in glory any more : 

T wo Starres kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nflr can one England brooke a dou ble raigrie. 

Of Harry Percy, and the 'Prince of if ales. 

Hot. Now lhall it Harry, for the houre is come, 

To end the one of vs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

prin. He make it grea terser c 1 part from thee, 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
Ile*crop,to make a Garland for ray head. 

Hot. I cannolongcrbrookethy vanities. 

"They fight. Enter Fdfldjfe. 

Ed. Well faid Hal, to it Hal'. Nay, you fhallfind no Boycs 

play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Dowlas, he fights 'with Fdpljfefiefals downc as 
if he were dead ,t he Prince ki/leth c Percj. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou baft regime of my youth, 

I better broke the Ioffe pfbrittle L,de, 

Th 'll thofe proud Titles thou haft woa-ofme, _ 

They-waundmy thoughts worfe,tlieri the fwordmy tleih * 
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But thought’s the flauc oflife,and lifetimes foolej 
And time, that takes furuay ofall the world, 

Mull: haue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

Butthat the Earth, and cold hand ofDeath 
Lies on my tongue : no "Percy, thou artduft. 

And food for 

Prin. For Wortnes,brauc Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 wean’d Ambition, how much art thou fhrunkej 
When that this body didcontaineafpirit, 

AKingdomeforit, was too fmalla bound j 
But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough : this Earth that bearcs thedead, 

Bcares notaliuefo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleefcurtcfie, 

I /hould not make fo great a ftiew of zeale : 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

And euea in thy behalfc,Ile thanke my feifb 
Fordoin?, thefefairerites oftendernes. 

Adieu, and talce thy prayfc with thee toheauen, 

Thy ignomy fltepe with thee in thegraue, 

Bu: not rtmcmbrcd in thy Epitaph. 

He Jpieth Fdfldjfe on the ground. 

WhatjOld acq uaintance, could not all this fleHi 
ICeepe iu a litlc life ? poore Iacke farewell; 

1 could haue better fpard a better man: 

0, 1 iliould haue a hcauy milTe ofthec. 

If I were much in louc with vanitic*, 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day* 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imbo weld will I fee thee by and by, 

T ill then, in blood by noble Percy lie* 

Fdfldjfe ryfeth vp. 

Fd. Imbowcld? if thou imbo well nacto day, He giue you 
lcaue to powder me, and cate me too to morrow. Ztoud, t’was 
time to counterfeite, or that hot termagant^*# had p aide me e 
fcocandlot too. Counterfeit I am no counterfeit : to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is brt f1 '~ counterfeit of a man, who 
hatlmot thelifeofa man : T ’ v iterfeitdying,whenaman 

thereby* 
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thereby liueth,ist©bc no counterfeit, but the true and pcrfcft: 
image oflife indeed The betterpartof valour is Difcretionjjn 
the which better parr, 1 hauefaued my life. Zounds I am afraid 
ofthis gunpowder Pera<?,though hebe dead : how if he fhould 
counterfeit too,a*d rife? by tnyfayth, lamafraide he would 
prouc the better counterfeit; therefore lie make him furejyca, 
and Ilcfwearc Ikilde him. Why may not he rife as well as I ? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore 
fiira, with anew wound in your thigh, come you along with 
me. 

He takes vp Hotjpur ok bis backs. Enter Prince and 
Iohn of Lancajler. 

Prin. Come Brother full brauely haft thou fleflit 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iohn. But foft,who haue wehecre? 

Did you not tell me this fattman was dead? 

Prin. I did, 1 faw him dead, 

Breathles, and bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliue? 

Or is itfantafic that playes vpon our eye-fight? 

I prethee fpeake.we will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou fmnft, 

pal. No, thats certaine, I am not a double man : but if I be 
not lacks Falfialfie, then am I a Iacke : there is Percy, if your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour, fe: if not, let him kill the next 
Percy himfelfc : I looke to b.e either Earle or Duke, I can aflurc 
you. 

c Prin. Why Percy I kild my felfe,and faw thee dead. 

Fal. Did ft thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing ? I grauntyou, lwa$downe,and out of breath, and fo was 
he^butwcrofebothataninftant.andfoughtalong houre by 
Shrewsbury clocke,if I may be bclecued,fo : ifnot,let them that 
ffiouldreward Valour, beare the finne vpon their ownehcads. 
lie take it vpon my death, I gauehim this wound in the thigh, 
if the man were aliue, & would deny it. Zounds I would make 
him cate a pecce of my Sword. 

Iohn. This is the ftrangeft talc that cuer I heard. 

Trw. This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn, 1 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your backe, 
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For my part, if a lie may doe thee grace, 
lie guildeic with the happiett tearmes I haue. 

' A retreat is founded. 

Prin. TheTrumpets found Retreat, the d ay i* ours : 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friendes arc liuing,who arc dead. Exeunt. 

Fal. lie follow as they fay for reward, tie thatrewardes me, 
God reward him. If I doe grow great, lie grow lefle ? for 11c 
Purge,and leaucSacke,and liue cleanly, as a Nobleman fijould 
doc * Exit. 

The Trumpets found. , enter the King, Prince oflValet, Lord 
Iohn of Lancafter, Earle of JVeflmerlandjvith Wor- 
cefier and Vernon pr finer s. 

King.Thv* euer did Rebellion find rebuke, 

111 fpinted tVercefier i did not we fend Grace, 

Pardon,and tearmes ofLoue to all of you? 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifu fe the tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flainc to day, 

A noble Earle, andmany a creature elfc. 

Had been aliue this houre, 

Iflike a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

Wor . W hat I haue done, my fafetie vrgdc tnc to. 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to beauoydcd,it fals on me. 

King. Be&retVorcefterto thedeath.and Vernon too : 

Other Offenders we will paufe vpon. 

How goes the Field? 

Prin. The noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when ha favr 
The fortune of the day quite turnd from him, 

The noble Percy flaine.and all his men, 

Vpon the foot offcare.fled with the reft; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruizd. 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent, 

The Ttowglas is.and I befeecjt your Grace, 

I may difpofe ofhim. 

King. 
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King. With all my heart. 

Trm. Then brother lohnof Lancafler, 

To you this honourable bountie lball belong, 

Goe to the Dowg/os, and deliuer him 
Vptohispleafure,ranfomlefreandfrce, ^ 

His valourc fhowncvpon our Ciefles to day,. 

Hath taught vs how to cherifh fuch high decues, 
Eiieninthebofome of our aduerfaries. 

King. Then.thisresnaines.that wedcuideour Power* 

You Sonne/«i»,and my coofen mjlmerland, 

Towards York? fhall bend you with your deereft: fpced. 

To meete Northumberland and the Pr elate Scrospc, 

Who, as we heare,are bufilv in armes 
' My felfs and you, Sonne Harry:, w ill towards Wales* 

To fight with Glcndmer, and the Eai le of C$farch: 

Rebellion in this Land fliallloofe Itfs way. 

Meeting the checke of fuch another day : 

And fince this bufinefl'e fofaire is done, 

Let vs notleaue,tillallour owns be won, 

: 
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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fift: with his battel fought 
at Agin Court in />4»tt.Togither with 
Auncient 

Enter King Henry , Exeter , 2. Bijfyops, Clarence , sutA ether 

Attendants. 

Exeter. 



S Hall I call in Thambafladors ray Li^ge? 

King, Not yet my Coufin,til we be refolude 
Of Ibmc ferious matters touching vs and France. , > 
Bi. God and his Angels guard your facred throne. 
And make you long become it. 

King. Shure we thank you. And good my Lord proceed 
Why the Lawe Sa/icke which they hauc in France , 

Or fliould or fhould not, flop vs is our clay me : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhouid fafhion,frame,or wreft the fame, ? 

For God doth know how many now in health, ' 

Shall drop their blood in approbation, 

Of what your reuercnce fhall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heed how you impawne our perfon, 

How you awake the lleeping fword of warre : 

We charge you in the name of God take heed. 

After tbisconiuration/peakemy Lord : 

And we will iudge,notc,and bcleeuc in heart; 

That what you fpcakc,is waflit as pure 
As fininbaptiGne. 
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Then heare me gracious foueraigne,and you peered 
Which owe your liucs,your faith and feruiccs 
To this imperial! throne. 

There is no bar to flay your highneffcclaimeto Franet 
But one, which they produce from Paramount, 

No female lhall fucceed in faiicke land, 

Which falicke land theFrench vniuftly gloze 
Tq be the realme of France: 

And Faramont the founder of this law and female barrel 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirmc 
That the land falicke lyes in Germany, 

Bctweene the flouds of SabeckmA of Elme, 

Where Charlet the fift hauing fubdude the Saxons, 
There left behind, and fetled Ccrtaine French, 

Who holding in difdaine the Germaine women. 

For feme dsfhonefl: raaners of their hues, 

Eftablifht there this lawe.To wit. 

No female fhallfucceed in falicke land; 

Which falicke land as I faid before. 

Is at this time in Germany called Mejene: 

Thus doth it wcllappeare the falicke lawe 
Was notdeuifedfor the realm t-oi France, 

Nor did the French poflefle the falicke land, 

Vntili 40O. one and twentic yearcs 
After the function of king Faramont, 

Godly fuppofed thefounderof this lawe; 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the crowne, 

To fine his title with fomc fbowe of truth, 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and naughts- 
Conuaid himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to C harks, xht. forefaid Duke of Lorain,, 

So that as clcare as is the fommers Sun, 

King Pippins title and Hugh Capets claime. 

King (Charles his fatisfachion all appeare,. 

To hold in right and title of the females 
So do the Lord s of France vntil this day,. 

Howbeit they would hold vp this falick lawc 
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To bar year highnefTc claiming from the female, 

And rather choofc to hide them in a net. 

Then amply to imbace their crooked caufes, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors, (claime# 

K, May we with right & confidence make this 
Hi, The fin vpon my head dread fbueraigne. 

For in the booke ofNumbers is it writ. 

When thefonne dies, letthc inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lordftand for your owne, 

V n winde your bloody flagge, 

Go my dread Lord to your great graunflrsgraue. 

From whom you clayme : 

And your great Vncle Edward the blackc Prince., 

Whoon the French ground playd a Tragedy 
Making defeat-on the full power of France, 

Whileft his moll: mighty father on a hill, 

Stood finding to behold his Lyons whelps 
Foraging blood of French Nobilitie. 

O Noble Englifh that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces the full power of France : 

And let an other halfe fbnd laughing by, 

All out of vt orke,and cold for a&iori. 

King. We muft not onely arme vs againft the French, 
Bur lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages- 
Hi. ThcMarches gracious foueraigne , fhalbe fufficient 
Toguardyour England from the pilfering borderers. 

King. We do not meane the courfing fneakers onely, 
But feare the maync entendement of the Scot, 

For you fhall read, neuer my great grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for France, 

But that the Scot on his vnfurnifht Kingdome, 

Came pouring like the Tide into a breach, 

Thar England being empty of d efenccs. 

Hath fhookeand trembled at the brute hereof. 

Bu She hath bin then more feared then hurt my Lord; 

" A 3 Fof 
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For heare her but examplified by her felfc. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France 
And (he a mourning widow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfc not only well defended. 

But taken and impounded asaftray, the king ofScots, 
Whom like a caytiffe (he dtd lcadc to France, 

Fillingyour Chronicles as rich with praife 
As is the owfc and bottome of the fea 
With funken wrack and fhtplcfTc treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true, 

Ifyou will France win, 

Then with Scot/andiittt begin : 

For once the Eaglc,England being in pray. 

To his vnfurnifh nefl the weazel Scot 

Would fuck her egs, playing the moufe in abfence of the 

To fpoy lc and hauock more then fhe can cat. (cat! 

Exe. It followes then, the cat mud flay at home, 

Yet that is but a curfl neceffitie, 

Since we haue trappes to catch the petty theeues: 

Whilftc that the armed hand doth fight abroad 

The aduifed head controllcs at home : 

Forgouernment though high or lowe.being put into parts, 
Congrueth with a mutuall confent like muficke. 

<bZ True: therefore doth heauen diuidc the fate of man 
in diuers f unftions. 

Whereto is added as ap ay me or butfobedicnce: 

For fo liue the honey Bceslcrcatures that by awe 
Ordainejan aft of order to a pcopeld Kingdome : . 

They haue a King and officers of fort. 

Where f me like Magiftrates correft at home: 

Others like Marchants venture trade abroad : 

Others like fouldiers armed in their flings, 
Makebootevpon the fomraers veluet bud : 

Which pillage they with mery march bring home 
To the tent royallofthcirEmpcrour, 

Who bulled in his maieftic, behold 
T he finging mafons build, g roofes of gold : 
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The ciuell citizens lading vp the honey. 

The fad eyde Iuflice with his furly huratne, 

Dcliucring vp to executors pale , the lazy caning Drone. 

* This I infer, that 2 O. aftions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many Arrowes lofcd feucrall wayes ,flye to one raarke; 

As many feucrall wayes meccc in one towne : 

As many freffi flreames run in one felfe fca : 

As many lines clofc in the dy all centers 
So may athoufand aftions once a foote. 

End in one momenta nd be all well borne without defeft. 
Therefore roy Liege to France, 

Diuide your happy England into foure, 

Of which takeyou one quattcr into France, 

Andy ou withall.ffiall make all Gallia ffiake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home. 

Cannot defend our ownc doorc from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofc 
The name of pollicy and hardinefie. 

Ki. Call in the meflenger fent fro the Dolphin, 

And by your aydc.the noble finewes of our land, 

France being ours, weeic bring it to our awe, 

Or breake it all in pccces: 

Ey ther our Chronidedfhal with full mouth fpeak 
Freely of our aft s,1 * 

Or elfe like toonglefle mutes 
Not worftipt with a paper Epitaph : 

„ EnterThambajfadorsfiom France. 

N ow are we well prepared to know the Dolphins plcafure, ✓ 
For we hcare ycurcomming is from him. 

uimbaffa. Plcafcth yout Maieflie to giue vs kaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge : 

Or (hall I fparingly (hew a farre off, 

The Dolphins pleafure and our Embafiagc ? 

K/«g. We arc no tyrant,bura Chriftian King, 

To whom our (pint is as fubieft, 

As arc our wretches fettered in our prifom* 

There* 
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Therefore freely and with vneurbed boldnefle 
T ell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Ambaf. Then this in fine the Dolphin faithj 
Whercasyou clayme certaine Townes in France, 

From your prcdeceflbrking Edward the third. 

This hcrcturnes. 

He faith, thercs nought in France that can be with a nimble 
Galliard vvonne : you cannot rcucl into Dukedomcs there: 
Therefore he fendeth meetcr for your ftudy. 

This tunne of creafiire : and in lieu of this, 

Defircs to let the Dukedomcs that you craue 
Heare no more from you : This the Dolphinfaith. 

King. What treafurC Vncle? 

Exe. T ennis balks my Liege. 

King, We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with VS, 
Your meflage and his prefent we accept : 

When we haue matched our rackets to thefe balles. 

We will by Gods grace play fuch a let. 

Shall ftrikc his fathers crowne into the hazard. 

T ell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 

That all the Courtsof France fliall be difturbd with chafes. 
And we vndcrftand him well, how he comes ore vs 
With out wilder dayes,not meafuring what vie we made 
of them. 

We neuer valued this poore feate of England. 

And therefore gaue our felues to barbarous licences 
As tis common feenC that men arc merrieft when they are 
from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we wifi keepe our ftate. 

Be like a King, mightie and commaund, , 

When we do rowfe vs in throne of France: 

Forthis haue we laid by our Maieftie 
And plodded lidea man for working dayes. 

But we will rife there with fo full of glory* 

That we will dazell all the eyes of France? 

I ftrikc the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs, (flones, 

And tell him this, his mock hath turnd his balles to gun 

• - An& 



of Henry thefft. 

And bis fotllc fliall fit fore charged fop the waftfull 

(vengeance 

i That fliall flye from them. For this his mocke 
Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands. 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes,mockc Caftlcs downe, 
3 (bme are yet vngotten and vnborne. 

That fliall haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lyes all within the will of God, to whom we doo 

(appeale. 

And in whofe name tel you the Dolphin we arc coming on 
To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a rightfull caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His left will fauour but of fliallow wit. 

When thoufands weepe,more then did laugh at it. 

Conuey them with fafeconduft : fee them hence. 

Exe. This was a merry lnellage. 

King. We hope to make the fender blufti at it : 
Therfore let our colleft io for the wars be foone prouided: 
For God before, wccll check the Dolphin at his fathers 

(doorc. 

Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 

T hat this faire aftion may on footc be brought. 

/ Exeunt mnes» 



Enter Nim and Bardolfe. 



Bar. Godmorrow Corporall Nim, 

Nim. Godmorrow Licfr enant Bardolfe. 

'Bar. What is anticnt/ , //ifo//and thee friends yet i 
Nim. I cannot tell, things muft be as they may: 

I dare not fight.but 1 will winkc and hold out mine Iron : 
It is a fimple one, but what tho ; it will ferue to tofte chcefe? 
And it will endure cold as an other mansfword will, 

And rhercsthe humor of it. 



Bar, Yfaith roiftrefle quickly did thee great wrong, 

For thou wcart troth plight to her. 

r B Him. i 
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Nim. Imuftdo as I may, tho patience be a tyred nureg 
Tet (heel plod, and feme fay kniues haue edges. 

And menmayfleepeand haue their tjirotes about them 
At that time, and there is the humour of it. 

Bar, Come yfaith,lle beftow a breakfaft to make PijhU, 
And thee friendes. What a plague fhould we carric kniues 
To cutourowne throates. 

Nim. Yfaith lie liue as long as I may.thats the certaine ofit. 
And when I cannot liue any longer, He do as I may. 

And theres my ted, and the randcuous of it* 

.EWer Piftoll and Hofles Quickly, bis wife,, 

Bar. Godmorrow ancient Titto/l. 

Here comes ancient Ptfloll, I prithee Nim be quiet, 

Nim. Hovv do you my Hoftcf 
Pitt. Bafc flauc.callcft thou me hoftcl 
Now by gads lugges 1 fweare,! fcorne the title. 

Nor fhall my Nell kcepc lodging. 

Hofi. No by my troath not I, 

For we canot bed nor boord half a fcorc honeft gcdeWOmS 
That liue honcftly by the prick of their needle, 

But it is thought ftraight vve keepe a bawdy-houfc, 

0 Lord heeres Corporall Nims , now fhall 

We haue wilful adultry and murther committed : 

Good Corporall Nim fhew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. 

Nim, Pufh. 

Tfi. What doft thou pufh.thouprickeard curoflfclandi 
Nim, Will you fhogoffV I would haue you folus* 

Pitt. Solus egregious dog, that folus in thy throtc, 

And in thy lungs, and which isworfe, within 
Thy meffull mouth, I do retort that folus in thy 
Bowels, and in thy Iaw,perdic: for I can talkc, 

And Pitto/ls flafhing firy cock is vp. 

Nim. I am not Barbafom, you cannot coniure me • 

1 haue an humour Pittcll to knock youindiflfcrcntly well, 
Andyou fall foule with me Pitted, He fcoure you with vesf 

Rapier 
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Rapier in faire termcs.Ifyou will walke off a little. 

He prick your guts a litle in good termer. 

And theres the humour ofir. 

Fiji. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight* 

The Graue doth gape, and groaning 
Death is neare,thcrefore cxali. 

They dr awe. 

Tar. Heare me,hethat ftrikesthe firft blow, 
lie kill him, as I am a fouldier. 

Pitt. An oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate. 

Nim. lie cut your throat at one time or an other in faire 
And theres the humor of it, (termes,. 

Pitt. Couple gorge is the word, I thee defic agen : 

A damned hound, thinkft thou my fpoufe to get 2 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch forth the lazarkite of Crefidcs kinde, 

Doll T ear- fheetc, fhc by name, and her efpowfe 
I haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the onely fhc and Paco, there it is inough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Hoftes you muft come ftraight to my maifter. 

And youHoft Pittoll. Good Bardolfe 
Put thy nofe betweene the fheetcs,and do the office of a 

(warming pan, 

Hott, By my troath hecle yeeld the crow a pudding one 

(ofthefedayes, 

lie go to him, husband youle come? 

Bar. Come Pittoll be friends. 

Nim prithee be friends,and if thou will not be 
Enemies with roc too. 

Ni. I fhal haue ray eight fhillingsl woon ofyou at beating# 
Pijl. Bafc is the Haue that payes, 

Nim. That now I will haue, and theres the humor ofir, 
Ptfi. As manhood fhall compound. They draw. 

Bar. He that ftrikesthe firft blow. 

He kill him by this fword. 

Pfi. Sword is an oath, and oathes muft haue their coutfe, 

B 2 Him, 
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Nun. I (hall haue my eight {hillings I wonne ofyoa ai 
bearing? 

TV/?. A nob !e (hair thou haue, and readie pay, 

And liquor like wife will I giucto thee, 

And friendflup (hall combmd and brotherhood; 
lie liue by Ntm as Nim (lull iiue by me : 

Is not this iufl? for Khali Surer be 
Vnto the Cainpc,and profit will occrue, 

Nim. Ilhallhauemynoble. ? 

Pitt, Incafh moll truly paid. 

Ntm, W hy theres the humour of it. 

Enter Holies. 

Hofte< , Aseuer \ ou tame of men come in> 

Sir Ivhn poore foulc i$ fo troubled 

With a burning talhan contigian feuer,tis wonderful!. 

P itt. Let vs condoll the knight : for lamkins we will liue« 

Exeunt omnet. 

Enter Exeter and G letter. 




Glofl. Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to trull 
thefe traytors. 

Exe, They fhalbe apprehended by and by. 

Glott. I but the man that was his bedfellow 
Whom he hath cloyed and graced with princely fauours 
That he (hould for a forraine purfc, to fell 
His Soueraigncs life to death and trechery. 

Exe. O the Lord o t'CMa/sham. 

Enter the K ing and three Lords, 

King. Now firs the windes faire,and we wil aboordj 
My Lord of Cambridge my Lord o'-Mafsham , 

A na you my gentle Knight, giuc me your thoughts. 

Do younetthinke the power we beare with" vs, 

~W ill make vs conquerors in the field of France? 

kJMaJha, No doubt my Liege, if each man do his bell. 

Cam, Ncuct 
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Cam. Neucr was Monarch better feared and loued thca 
is your maieftie. 

Cjraj, Eucnthofc that were your fathers enemies 
Haue tteeped their gafles in honey for your fake. 

King. We therefore haue great caufc of thankfulncfte. 
And lhall forget the office of our hands : 

Sooner then reward and merit. 

According to their caufe and worthinefie. 

Majha. So fcruice fh ill w ith fteeled finewes dune. 

And labour fhall refrefh itfclfc with hope 
To do your Grace incefiantferuicc. 

King. Vncle of enlarge the man 
Committed yefterday,that rayled againfl our perfon. 

We confidcr it was the heatc of wine that fet him on* 

And on his more aduicc we pardon him. 

M afha. That is mercie, but too much fecuritie : 

Let him bee punifht Soueraigne , lead the example of 

(him. 

Breed more of fuch a kinde. 

King. Oletvsyetbemercifull. 

C*tm. So may your highncfle,andpunifhtoo. 

<jr*y. Y ou (hew gtea t mercic if you giue him life. 

After the taftc of his corre&ion. 

King, Alas your too much care and loue of me 
Arc heauy orifons gainfl the poore wretch, ' 

If litle faults proceeding on diftemper fhould not bee 

(winked at, 

How fhould we ftretch our eye, when capitall crimes. 
Chewed ,fwallowcd and difgefted.appearc before vs : 

W ell yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loucs.and tender prefer nation of our date, 
Would haue him punifht. 

Now to our Frc j :h caufes. 

Who are the lasx C 3 mmifiioners ? 

Cam. Me one my Lord, your highnefTc bad me aske fbt 
it to day, 

B 3 Majha, So 
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Map), So did you tne my Soueraigne. 

Cray. And me my Lord. 

K'tng. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge there is yours* 
There is youss my Lord of Mafham* 

And fir Thomas Gray knight of Northumberland, this fame is 
Read them, and know we know your worthinefle. (yours* 
Vnckle Exeter I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemen, why change you colour* 

What fee you in thofe papers 

That hath fo chafed your blood out ofapparance* 

Cam, I do confefle my fault, and do fubmit me 
T o your highneffe mercie. 

Map. Towhichweallappeale. 

King, The mercy which was quit in vs but late, 

By your owne reafons is foreft aid and done* 

Y ou muft not dare for fhame to aske for mercy, 

For your owneconfcience turne vpon your bofomes, 

As dogs vpon their maifters worrying them. 

See you my Princes, and my noble Pceres, 

Thefc Englifh roonflers : 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to grace himj 
In all things belonging to his honour: 

And this vildc man hath for a fe we light crownes, 

Lightly confpircd and fworne vnto the praftifes of France'. 
To kill vs here in Hampton . To the which. 

This knight no lcflcin bountie bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,haah likewife fworne. 

But oh what (hall I fay to thee falfe man, 

Thou cruell ingratefull and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft beare the key of all my counfell, 

That knewft the very fccrcts of my heart, 

That alrnoft mighteft a coyned me into gold, 

Wouldeft thou a prafiifde on roe for thy vfc: 

Can it bepoflible that outofthce 

Should proceed one fparkc that might annoy toy finger^ 
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Tis fo ftrange,that tho the truth doth fliowe as grofe 
As black from whife,mine eye wil fcarcely fee it. 

Their faults are open,arreft them to the anfwcr of the law*, 
And God acquit them of their pra&ifes. 

Exe, I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
larcft thee of high treafon, 

By the nameof//ewy. Lord of Mapam, 
j 1 areft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thomas Cjray, knight of Northumberland;, 
Map. Our purpofes God iuflly hath difcoucrcd. 

And I repent my fault more then my death, 

Which I befeech your maieftie forgiue, 

Altho my body pay the price of it. 

King. God quit youin his mercy .Heare your fcntence. 
You haue confpired againft our royall perfon, 

Ioyned with an enemy proclaimed and fixed. 

And fro his coffers receiued the golden earneft of our death 
T ouching our perfon we feeke no redrefle. 

But we our kingdomes fafetie muft fo tender 
Whoferuine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do deliuer you. (death, 

Get ye therefore hence*-poore miferable creatures to your 
The taftc whereof, God in his mercy giue you (amifle: 

Patience to endure, and true repentance of all your deeds 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lerds. 

Now Lords to France. The enterprife whereof. 

Shall be toyou as vs,fucccfliuely . 

Since God cut offthis dangerous treafon lurking in our w*y 
Cheerly to fea, the fignes of war aduancc: 

No King of England, if not Kingof/Tvwee. 

Exit omnei. 
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Enter Nim,PiJloll,Bardolfe,HoJ{es and a Boy. 

Hojl , I prethy fweetc heart, let me bring thee fo farre as 

{Sutneu 

Pift» No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well fir lohn is gone.God be with him, 

Hojl.1, he is in Arthors bofom.ifetier any were : 

He went away as if it were a cry fombd childc, 

Bet weeric twclue and one, 
luff at turning of the tide: 

His nofe was as fharpe as a pen: 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheetes, 

And talk of floures, and finite vpo his fingers ends 
I knew there was no way but one. 

How now fir lohn quoth I? 

And he cry ed three times, God, God, God, 

Now I to comfort him, bad him not think ofGod, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more doathes at hisfccte: 

And 1 felt to them, and they were as cold as any (lone? 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftone. 

And fo vp ward, and vpward,and all was as cold.as any done.' 
- Ntm. They fay he cridc out on Sack. 

Hojl. I that he did. 

Boy, And of women, 

Hojl. No that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that he did.and he fed they were diucls incarnat, 
Hojl. Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loucd- 
Ntm. Well he did cry out on women. 

Hojl. Indeed he did in fome fort handle women, 

But then he was rumaticke, and talkt of the whore of 

( Babylon* 

Boy. Holies do you remember he faw a Flea Hand 
Vpon B ardolfes Nofe, and fed it was a black foulc 
Burning in hell fires? 






\ 
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Tar, Well, God be with him, 

Thar was all the wealth I got in hisferuice. 

Ntm- Shall we Ihog off? 

T lie king wil be gone from Southampton. 

Ptjl. Cleare vp thy cnftalles, 

Lr»oke to mv chattels and my moueables. 

T rull no oe’. the word is pitch and pay: 

JMcns words are wafer cakes, 

And holdfaft is the only dog my dcare. 

T herefore cophetua be thy counfellor. 

Touch her loft lips and part. 

Bar. Fare well holies. 

Nun. I cannot kis:and theres the humor of it. 

But adieu. 

Btsl. Kecpe fall thy buggleboe. 

£xit omnes. 

Enter King o/France,Bour bon, Dolphin, 
and others. 

King. Now you Lords of Orleance , 

Of Bourbon , and of Berry, 

You fee the King of England is not flack. 

For he is footed on this land alreadie. 

Dolphin. My gratious Lord, tis meet we all goe 
And arme vs againft the foe: (foorth. 

And view the weak&fickly parts of France: 

But let vs do it with no fhow of feare, 

No with no more, then if we heat d 
England were bulled with a Moris dance. 

For my good Lord,fhcis fo idely kingd, 

Herfcepter fofantaftically borne, 

So guided by a lhallow humorous youth, 

T hat feare attends her not. 

Con. O peace Prince Dolphin, you decciue your felfe, 

1 c Quefttots 
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Queflion Vour gracethe late Embaflador, 

With what regard lie heard bis Embaflage, 

How wellfupplied with aged Counfeliours, 

And how his refolution andfwered him. 

You then would fay that Harry was not wilde. 

King, W ell thinks we Harry ftrong : 

And Itrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

M y Lord here is an Embaflador 
From the King of England. 

Kin, Bid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed Lords. 

Do/. My gracious father, cut vp this Englifli fljorf, 
Selfeloue my Liege is not fo vile a thing. 

As felfe neglecting. 

j Enter Exeter, 

King. Fromour brother Eng'andf 

Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Maicfties 
He wilsyouin the nameofGod Almightic, 

That you deueft your felfe and lay apart 
That borrowed tyt!e,whichby gift ofheauen, 

Of lawe of nature, and of nations, longs 
T o him and to bis heires.namely the crowne 
And all wide ftretched titles that belongs 
V nto the Crowne of France, that you may know 
Tis so fimfter.nor no aivkeward claime, 

Pickt from the worm holes of old vanifht dayes, 

Nor from the duft of old obliuion racktc, 

He fends you thefe moft memorable lyncs, 

In euery branch truly demonftrated: 

Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree. 

And when you finde him cucnly deriued 
From his moft famed and famous anceftors, 

Edvearh t he third, he bids you then refigne 
Your croivne and kingdome, indircftly held 
From him, the natiue and true challenger. 
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King, If not, what folio wes? 

Exe, Bloody coftraint,forifyouhide the crown 
Fuen in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 
Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comming, 

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Ioue, 

That if requiring faile,he will compell it: 

And on your heads turnes he the widowes teares, 
The Orphanescricsjthc dead mens bones, 

The pining maydens grones. 

For husbands, fathers, and diftreffed louers. 
Which fhall be fwallowed in this controuerfie. 
This is his claime,his threatning,and my meffage. 
Vnles the Dolphin be in prefence here, 

To whom exprefly wc bring greeting too. 

Do l. For the Dolphin i I ftand here for him, 
What to hcare from England. 

Exe. Scorn & defiance, flight regard, contempt, 
A nd any thing that may not misbecome 
The mightie fender, doth he prifeyouat: 

Thus faith my king. V nlcsyour fathers highneflle 
Sweeten the bitter mockc you fent his Maieftic, 
Heele call you to to loud an anfwcre for it, 
Tharcauesand vvombely vnu'tes of France 
Shall chide your ti efpaflc, and return your mock, 
In fecond accent of his ordt nance. 

Dol. Say that my father render faire reply, 
Itisagainft my will: 

Fori defirc nothing fo much, 

As oddes with England- 

And for that caufc according to his youth 

I did prefent him with thofc Parle balles- 

Exe. Heele make your Parts Louer thakc for if, 
Were it the miftreffe Court of mightie Europe . 
And be afluf ed,you!e firide a difference 
As wc his fubic&s hauc in wonder found $ 
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Betwecne his yonger dayesand thcfc he maftcrs now. 

Mow he w aye s ttine eucn to, the latcfl graine. 

Which \ ou fhal! findeinyour owne Ioffes 
J f 1 j e Slay in France. 

Well lor vs, you lhall returne our anfwcre backc 
To our brother England. 

■ Exit o'oskci. 

Enter Ni m,Bardol fc.Fiff ol LBoy . 

Nim, Before God here is hate feruice. 

Pift. i is hot indeed,blovves go and come, 

Gods vaflais drop and die. 

Mm. Tis honor, and thercs the humor of it. 

Boy* Would I were in London: 

Ide giue all my honor for a pot of Ale. 

Pift. And I. If wi flies would preuaile, 

I would not flay, but thither would I hie. 

Enter Jlewellcn <*^d hates them in. 

View* Codes pludvp to the breaches ' 

Y u rafeals, will you nor vpto the breaches? 

Mm. Abate thy ragefweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy, Well I wouldlwere once from them: - I- 

They would haue me as familiar . 

With mens pockers,as their gloues, and their 
Handkerchcrs,they willftealeany thin». 

Bardolfe ftolea Lute cafe,carfyed it three mile, 

A nd (old it for three hapence. 

Wwwfloleafier/houeil. 

I knew by thatjthcy meant to carry coalfcss 

Well, if they will not leauc me, 

Imeanetoleaucthem. 

Nii^BardolfejPiftoll,*#*/ the Boy , 

£«n?r Gower. , J 

Cjower, Gaptain Flewellen, y-omnuft comeftrait 
To the Mincs,to theDuk aoigufier, ' .-id ‘ - ih 

Looks 
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Tier. Looke vou.tell the Duke it is not fo good ■ 

; o mm? trfthc rmacs : the concuaucticsis otherwife* 

Y ;u may difeuffe to the Duke, the enemy i digd 
HimVclic hue varies vnda the countermines: 

J5y Uftu 1 thir.ke heele bio we vp all 
If (ha e be no better direction. 

Enter the King and his Lords (thrum. 

Kins. How yet refolues the Goucrnour of the T owne? 
This is the lateff parley week admit : 

Therefore to our beftmercie giue your felue-, 

Or like to men proud otdetlruftiomdefic vs to our wortr* 
For as 1 am a fouldier a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me bcft.if we begin rhebatterv onceagaine 
I will not leaue the halfe a'chieued Hatflcw, 

Till in her afh s flic be buried-, 

The gates of mercieave all (hut vp. 

What fay you, will you y eeld and rfiisauoyd. 

Or guiltie in defence be thus deftroyd? 

Enter Gouerhattr. 

Gouer. Our expectation hath this day aid end : 

The Dolphin vy bom of fuccourwve entreated. 

Returnees s 1 ferd hi i ^b$ ; ervdre noty^lffeadyy ’f*'-. 

Toraife fo great a liege : therefore dread King,' 

We y eeld our towne and hues to thy fbft meteic : 

Enter our gates, difpofe of v> and our*, : J - 1K,i '* ■’ - A 
For Wcii'oforiger are defenflue now. 



Enter Katherine, Allice, 



Kate. Allice venec\a,vou; aues cates cn, 
You parte fort bon Ang’oys o-glatara, 
Co man faepallWdftia main en franco)', 

*U . C l 
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Alhce. La main madam dc ban. 

Kate. E da bras. 

eAiltce. De arma madam. 

Kate. Le main da han la bras de arma. 

Allice. Owye madam. 

Kate. E Coman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

Alike. Deneck,cdecin,roadam. 

Kate. E de neck,e dc c'm/e dc code. 

Alike. Dc cudie ma foy Ic oblyc,mais Ic rcmerabre, 

Le tude,o dc clbo madam. f 

Kate. Ecowtc Ic rchcrfera,towt cellaquc Iacapoandre^ 
Dc han, de arma, de neck, du cin,c dc bilbo. 

Alike . Dc clbo madam. 

Kate. O Icfu,Iea obloyc ma foy,ecoute le rccontcra 
De han, de arma, dc neck, de cin,e de elbo,e ca bon. 

Athce. Ma foy madam, vow parla au fc bon Angloys 
Afie vous aues ettue cn Englatara. 

Kate. Par la grace d e deu a n pe ttic lanes. Ic park milieu? 
Coman fc pella vou lepeid e le robe. 

Allice. Le foot, cle con. 

Kate. Le for, c lc con, 6 Iefu ! Ic ne vew poinft park, 
Sicplusdcuant lcche cheualires dc franca. 

Pur one million tnafoy. 

tAllice, Madam,dcfoote,clecon. 

Kate, O ce ill aufic.ccowte Allice, de han,de arma, 

De neck,de cin.lefocte, edccon. 

^Allice. Cel fort bon madam. 

Kate. Alouesadiner. 

Exit mutt. 




Enter King (^France Lori Conflablefhc Delphi*, 
and Burbon. 



King. Tis certaine he is paft the Riuer Some. 
Con. Mordeu ma via : Shall afew fprancs of vs, 
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The emptying of our fathers luxerie. 

Outgrow their grafters. 

Bur. Normancs.bafterd Normahes,mor du 
And if they pailcvnfoughtwirhall. 

He fell my Dukedome for a foggy farme 
In that (hortnookelleof England. 

Confi. Why whence hauc they this me trail ? 

Is not their cly mate raw, foggy and colde. 

On whom as in difdaine,thc Sunne lookes pale ? 

Can barley broath,a drench for fwolne lades 
Their fodden water decockt fuchhuely blood.* 

And ihall our quick blood fpirited with wine 
Seeme frofty ? O for honour ofour names. 

Let vs not hang like frozen Iiccfickles 

Vponour houfes tops, while they a more frofty clymate 

Sweate drops ofyouthfull blood. 

King. Conftablc difpatch,fcnd Montioy forth, 

T o know what willing raunfome he will giue i 
Sonne Dolphin you (hall ftay in %one with me. 

Del. Not fo I do befecch your Maieftie. 

King We 11,1 fayit fhalbcfo. 

Exeunt emhts. 





Enter G ower. 

CJo , How now Captain Flewelleti,covae you fi o the bridge# 
Flew. By Iefus thers exccllet fcruice comitted at >’ bridge. 
Gour. Is the DukcofAwrerfafe# 

Flew. The duke of Exeter is a ma whom I loue,& 1 honor, 
And I worfhip,with my foule,and my hcait,and my life. 
And my lands and my liuings, 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke y ou, 

God be praifed and pleafed forit,noharmc in the wore”. 
He is maintain the bridge very gallcntly ; there is an Enfigne 

There, 
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There,! do not know-how you call him, but by lefus T think 
He is as valient a man as AFarke Anthonie, h'c doth maintain 
the bridge moft gallantly : yet he is a man of no reckoning: 
But I did fee him do gallant feruice. 

Gotten. How db you call him? 

1 lew. His name is ancient Piflotl. ' 

Goner. JUnowhimnab ‘ ' • - 

a bfiB'y: staatyis lisfh son I 

Enter Ancient Piftoli. 

Flew, Do y eu not know him . hcrc comes the man* 

^ Fi/?. Captaine.I thee befecch to do rhe fauour, 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee w eil. 

Flew, Land IpraifcGod I haue metrited fomeloue at 

fhis hands. 

Fill. "Bardotfe a fou Icier, one of buxfome valour. 

Hath by furious fate 

And giddy Fortunes fickle wheelc, 

That Godes blinde that ftands vpon therowlingrefllcfle 

(Hone. 

Flew. By your patience ancient Pisloil, 

Fortune,leoke you U painted, 

Plind with a mufler before her eyes, \ 

To fignifie to you,that Fortune is plind : 

And fhe is mbreouer painted with a wheele. 

Which Is the morall that Fortune is turning, 

And inconftant.and vat:iction;aro mutabilities : 

And her fate is fixed ata fphei icail flone 
Which ron!es,and roules,nnd roules s 
Surely the Poetis make an excel let deffriptia of Fortune. 
Fortune looke you is and excellent morall- 
Pish Fortune is Bardolfes foe -and frownes on him, 

For he hath ftolne apacks, and hanged mull he be: 

A damned dcadfjlct gallo-ves gape tor dogs. 

Let man go free,and ?ct notdeathhis windpipe flop. 

But 
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But Ejwfrr hath giuen the doome of death, - 
For packs of pettic price: 

Therefore go fpeake,the Duke will heare thy voyce, 

And let not Bardolfes vitall tbrecd be cut, 

With edge ofpehny cord, and vile approach. 

Speake Captaine for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flew, Captain Ptfot!,l partly vnderftand your meaning 
Ptfl. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Certainly Antienr Pifivl, tis not a thing to reioyce at* 
For if he were my owne brother, I would wifh the Duke 
To do his pleafure,and put hirn’to extcurions:for lookyou, 
Difciplines ought to be kept, they ought to be kept. 

Pill. Die and be damned, and figa for thy fricndfhip. 
Flew. That is good. 

The figge of Sp*i*e within thy lawe. 

F/ew. That is vdry well. 

PiH. I fay the fig withirithy bowels and thy durtv maw„ 

Exit PtHoll. 

Fie. Captain Gour , cannot you hear k lighten & thunder* 
Gour. Why is this the Ancient you told me oft 
i remember him nowshe is a bawd, a cutputfc- 
Flew. By I efus hecis vtter as praue words vpon tbe bridge 
As you fhall defire to fee in a fommers day,but its all one, 
What he hath fed to me,l6okc you, is all one. 

G», Why this is a gu'l.a foolc,a rogue that goes to the wart 
Oncly to grace himfelfc at his rcturneto London : 

And fuch fellowts as he, 

Are perfett in -great Commaunders names. 

They will learne by rote where feruices were done. 

At fuch and fuch a fconce,at fuch a breach, 

At fuch a conuoy : who came off braucly, who was fihot, 

" Who difgraced,what termes the enemie flood on. 

And thi> they con perfectly inphrafeof wane. 

Which they trick vp with new trined oathes,& what a bad 
Of the Genctifls cut, arid a hon'd fhout of the campe 
d:j!A P Will 
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Will do among the foming bottles and alcvvaflit wltt 
Is wonderfull to be thought on : but you mud learne 
To know fuch flaunders of this age, 

Orclfeyouraay maruellouflybemiftooke. r>!L , , 3 _ ; 

T lew. Certain captain (j ewer jit is not the manifcokcyrit^ 
That 1 did take him to be : but when time fhall feruei 
I Ihall tell him a litle of my defires : here comes hisMaicfUe. 
Tenter ^'»^,Clarence,Glofter and others. 

King. How now F lewe //<?«,com<r you from the bridge? 
Flew. I and it fhall plcafe your Maicftic, ° 

There is excellent feruiceat the bridge. 

King. What men hauc you loft Flewellen ? 

Flew- 'And it Ihall plcafc yourMaicflie, 

Tlie partition oft he aduetfaric hath bene great; 

Very reafonably greatsbut foe our own parts, like you now* 
I thinke we hauc loll ncusr a man ,vnlcffe it be one 
For robbing of a church, one Bardolfej, if your JVlaieffie. 
Know the man, his face is full of wliclkes and knubs. 

And pumplcs,and his breath b lowes at his nofe 
Like a cole.fometitnes red,fometimes plew: 

But god be praifedmow bis nofe is executed, & his fire,0JHri. 

King. tWe would hauc all offenders fo cut off. 

And we here giue expreffe commaundment, 

That there be nothing taken from the villages but paid for* 
None of the French abufed. 

Or aBraided with difdairifull language? 

For when cruelty and lenitie play for a Kingdome* 

The gentlctt gamefter is the fooner winner. 

Enter French Her auld. 

Her a. You know me by my habit. 

Ki.W ell the, we know thee,wbat fhuld we know of thee? 
Hera. My maifters roindc* t 

King. Vnfoldit. 

’ Hsra/. Go thee vnto Harry oCEngland,an6 tell him# 

Aduantagc is a better fouldiet then rafoneilet jj 

Altho 
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Altho we did feerae dead, we did but Humber. 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue, and our voyce is imperial!; 
England fhall repent her folly : fee herralhneffc. 

And admire our fufferance.Which to raunfomc* 

His pettineffe would bow vndcr ; 

For the effiifion of our blood, hri army is too weake : 

For the difgrace we hauc borne, bimfclfe 
Kneeling at our feete,a weake and worthlefle fatifiaffion. 
To this, adde defy ancc- So much from the king mymaiftcr* 
King. What is thy name? wc know thy qualitie. 

Herald. Aientioy. 

King. Thou doff thy office faire,returne thee backc* 
And tell thy King,I do not feeke him now : 

But could be well content, without impeach* 

T o march on to Callis : for to fay the footh. 

Though tis no wifdome to confcffe fo much 
V ntaan encmic of craft and vantage. 

My fouldiers are with ftekneffe much infecbled. 

My Army lefibned,and thofe fewe I hauc, 

Almoft no better then fo many French; 

Who when they were in heart,! tell thee Herauld* 

I thought vpononc paireof Englifhlcggcs, . 

Did match three French mens. 

Yet forgiue me God .that I do brag thus : 

This your heire ofFr<?wrehath blowncthis vice in me. 

I mull repent, go fell thy maifti r hcie I ?m, 

My raunfomc is this fray le and woithlcflc body, 

My Army butaweakeandfickly guardc. 

Yet God before, wc will come on, 

If France and fuch an other neighbour Hood in our way S 
If we may paffe, we will : ifwe be hindered, 

We fha! yout tawny ground with your red blood difcolour*. 
So Monday get you gone, there is for your paioes » 

The fum of all our anfwcre is but this. 

We would not fecke a battle as we arc .- 
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’Hot as we are, we fay wc will not (hun it.. 

Herauld. I (hall dcliucr fo; thanks toyonr Maieftie, 
Glof. My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs nov^ ; 
King. W c are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs : 

To night we will encampe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. 

fw^r-Burbon.Conftable.OrleancejGeboa. 

Confl. Tut I hauc the beft armour m the world,, 
Orleance. You hauc an excellent armour. 

But let my horfe haue bis due. 

Burbon. Now you talkc of a horfe,! haue a ftccd like the 
Palfrey, of the fun, nothing but pureayreand fi:e, 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within him, 
Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg, 

"Bur. And of the hcate,a the Ginger. 

T urne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument fur them all ; 

1 once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfe, 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

Con. I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo, 

2n the praife of ones Miftrcfle. 

Barb, Why then did they immitate that 
Which I writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my horfe is my miftrcfle. 

Con, Ma foy the other day,rae thought 
Your miftrcfle fhooke you (hrewdly. 

Bar. l bearing me, I tell thee Lord ConftablCg 
My miftrcfle weares her owne haire. 

Con. I could make as good a boaft of that, 

If I had had a fow to my miftrcfle. 

Bar, T ut rHou wilt make vfe of any thing. 

Co#. Yet -I do not vfe my horfe for my miftrcfle. 

Bur, Will it ncur t be morning l 
He ride too morro w a mile, 

■And my way (halbc paued with Engli/h faces. 

Com, By 



kC? ? 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

Forfearel be outfaced of my way. 

Bur. Well ile go arme my felfe,hay. 

Gebtn. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning 
Or. I he longs to elans the Erigtilh, 

£«#. 1 thinke hede eate all he killes. 

Or It. Opeace,tlI will neucr faidwdk 
Con, He caprhatprouetbe, • 

With there is flattery in friendfliip« 

Or, O fir.Ican anfwere that, 

With giue the diuei his due. 

Con. Flauc at the eye of that pouerbe, 

Wuh a Ioggeof the diuef. 

Or. Well the Duke of Barbonh Amply. = 

The mod aftiue Gentleman of France, 

Con, Doing his a&iuitie,and hede ftil be doing, : 

Or. He neucr did hurt as 1 heard off. 

Con. No I warrant you, nor ncuet will. 

Or. 1 hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

l‘on. 1 was told fo by onethat knows him better the JfOB, 

Or, Whofethat? 

Con. Why he told me fo himfelfe; 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Or. Well who will go with me to hazard*, 

For a hundred Englifli ptifoners i 
fan. You mult go to hazard }’ our fdfc. 

Before you haue them. 

Enter aMeJfenger. 

UMefi My Lords, the Enghlh lye within a hundred 
Paces of your T enf . 

Con. Who hath meafured the ground i 
Ateff. The LdTd Granpeere. 

Con. A valiant man, a; an expert Gentleman. 

Gome, come away: j - 

ThcSun«hie,and we wear e out the day. Exit omnts, 
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Enter the King<bJguifedjobim-J?iCto\\. • 

Pitt. Kevelaf 

King. A friend. ' ...vv'j ■ -.J . •'• 

Fiji. Difcus vnto me, art thou Gentleman* 

Or art thou comm on,bafe,andpopeler?: 

King. No fir,l am a Gentleman of a Company* 

Pitt , Trades thou the puirtant pike? . .... 

King. Eucn fo fir. What are you ? 

’Pift, As good a gentleman as the Emperout. 

King. O then thou art better then the King ? 

Pift. The kings a bago,and a hart of gold. , . 

Fiji. A lad of life, an impc of fame : 

Of parent* good.offifl trioft valiant: 

I kis his durtie fhoe.and from my hart ftrin gs 
I loue the louely bully. What is thy name ? 

King. Hnrry leRoy« 

Pitt. Le Roy, a Comifh man: 

Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 

Kin. No fir, I am a Wcalchtrian. 

JPijf. A Wealchman: knowft thou TlewtHtn! 

Kin. I fir, he is my kinfman, l 1 
Pift, Art thou his friend? 

Kin. I fir. 

Pift, Figa for thee then my name is Tftoll. 

K in. It forts well with your ficrceneflc. 

Pift , Piftolln my name. 

f^PiftolI. 

Enter Q ewer nndF leave lien, 

(jour, Captaine Flewellen, 

Flew. In the name of Iefu fpeake lewer. 

It is the greateft folly in the w orcll, when the auncrent 
Prcrogatiues of the warres be not kept. « 

I warrant you,ifyoulookc into the warres of the Romanes* 
You fball finds no tittle tattle, nor bible bablcthcrer ; 

But 
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Butyou (ball findc the cares, andthe fear es, 

And the cere monies, to be otherwife. 

Gottr, Why the enemy is loud: you heard him all night. 
Flew, Godes folludjifthe enemy be an Aflc&aFoole, 
And a prating cocks-come,is it meet that we be alfoafoole* 
And a prating cocks- come, in your confcicncc now?, 

Gour. He fpeake lower. .... .Cuti. . 

Pitre, I beleech you do, good Captaine Gower, 

1: :/n no r t t, $oHt Gewer,*ndpl*wtlUn. 

Kin, Tho it appeate a title out of fafliion. 

Yet thercs much earetn this. into v: ... 

Enter three SonlSers. 

• V I « T " ' * 7 • “ 

• - . . . . . i' : :• . • 

1. Soul. Is not that the morning yonder fr.u':) .-bad 

di&bJW. I^efeedicb^ipiutigy . . ,r j/i;° 

God knowes whether we ffyU fee the end or no. 

3 .Soul, Well I thinkc the king could with himfclfe 
Vp to the neckc in the middlcjbfthe Thames , 

And Co I would he were, at aH adufcn<ures,and I with him, 
Km. Now mafters god.morrow»what chcarei 
3 >S. IfeithJnwlkhee* feme of vsis like toJtaue, 

Ere this day end©-: id ■ ; • 

K in. Why fear nptlubgmaofcthe king isfrolike, 

2 . S.I he may be,for he hath no fuch caufe as we 
K in. Nayfay notfo;hcisamanaswe are. 

The Violet fmels to him as toys: 

Therefore if he fee reafons, he feares. as we do*, 

2 .S of. But the kmg hath a heavy reckoning tomake, 
/fhis caufe be not good: when all thpfe (bules 
Whofcbodies fiiall be flaughcered here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day,- 
Andfay /dyed at fuch’a place. Somefwearings 
Some their wines rawly left : 

Some lcauingtheh children goorebchind them. 

Hw 
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How if his eaufc be bad, I think it will be agreetious matter 

^rohinfc 

King. Why fo you may fay ,if a man fend his feruant 
AsFa&orintc another Countrcy, ; . - - ' * 

Andheby any meaner raifearry, > . r-iu-jq : L A 

You may fay the bufineflfc of the maifter, t ■ ■< ’ 

Was the author of his feruants misfortune. 

Or if a forme be imployd by his father, • > 1 

And he fall into any lcauda£lion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of hirfonnes damnafioiv ; ‘ , 

But the mailer is not to anfwci e fonhisferuants, m. • 
jf he father for his fonnc,nor the king for his fubiefts : 

For they purpolenottheir deaths, whethey craue their fer» 
Some there are that hauc the gift of premeditated (uices: 

Murder on them: • Y snintotn 
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they cannot efcapeGodspabi^imeht. 

War is Gods Beadel. Waris Gods vengeance: 

Eucry mans feruice is thekihg& • ~ *'■ ’ " v^niuuA 

Bur eucry mans foulcis his ownc. q “ - 

Thcrforc I- would haueeoery ibuldier examine himfelfe 

And wafh eucry moath out of his confcience: i ■. 

That in fodoing.he may bethc readier for death: 

Or not dying, why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made* 1 
3 .Lord, Yfaith he faics true: 

Eucry mans ftlik on his ownc head, ; ^ ^ 

I wookl not haue the king anfwere forme. • - • 

Yet 1 intend to fight Jui^ly for him* 

King. Well, I heard the king, he wold not be ranfomde* 

l.L. I he faid fo,to liiakf-Vs fight* ' ' v ; ^ 

But when ourrhroates he cut, he may be ranfomde, . 
Andwencuerthcwifcr. f ‘ 

Km. If f hue te fee that, Ee neder fthwdro«g* in * 

I.Lari, 



3. Sol. Mas yonlc pay him then.tis a gf*., A 

That an elder gun, can do agairift a cannbiitf 
Ora fubidft againfta monarke. WA 

Youlc nere take his wor%tiW,y«it ai^go*. ; ; * - 

King. Your reproofe is fomewhat too bitter: 

Were it not at this time 1 could be angry. > 

2 . So/, Why let it be a quarrellif thou wilt* _ 

King. How foall I know thee ? 

Z.Sel Hereismygloue.Whicbif cuer Ififofothyhst, 

He challenge tbee,andllrike thee* c ^ * - • -'p'A 

Kin. Here isdikewife anothek: of mine, ih vtri j b tr ! i 
And afliire thee ile weare it. 

2.So/. Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

3 .So/. Be friends you fooles, 

Wc hauc French quarrels anew in hand: A ( . > ^ 

We haue nonfeedofEnglifli broylcs.: . : y . 

Jiin. Tts n^treafonto cut Ffondtcrownes,' 

For to morrow theking hitnfelfe w»l be a clipper. 

Exit the fmtmers. '1 

Enter the King, g/ofier, Efingam/tnd 
tAttendnnu. 

•lu^notllo^j'faqiijrt.it ?.rb ::o p * • > *»•- 

K . O God of battels fteclje my fouldiers harts. 

Take from them now thefence of rekeonihg, 

That the appofed multitudes wbichlland before them. 
May not appall their courage. 

0 not to day, not to day 6 God, - ’ 

Thinke on thefaultmy father made, ; 

In compafling the crownc. V n '/'■ . 

1 Kjchards bodiebaueftiterrcdnew,* * 11 ; ; ; 

And on it hath beftowdrnorccontriteteates, 

Thenfrom it ifluedforced drops of blood; **•» ■ 

A hundred men hauc lfo yearly pay, - , 

.$! .;r ? *tl oiri iUU Qi. 'if > It ; f VOi> * - 

E Which 
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The ChrmUhHiUfrU 
Which euety clay their withered hands hold vp 

Toheauenlippardon^lobd, : - . r 'mIT 

And I haue built two chanceries, more wJXdo * t . ) v 

T ho all ‘ Aiv-.'l' 

Oolt c ;i«iiho}?tsj;i_. ^t*i3« *wo"t #■*&. 

Enter Gloflir. 

G/eft, My Lord. ! . 

King, My brother G /often toyce* 

Glofi. My.Ldrd.the Army ftayesvpon yourptefenCe, 
King. Stay GloSler ftay,and ImUgo withfhe**?. a..' 
The day my fricnds^andall things ftaycsfbr me. ; 0 i 

.St3ii3'r/a;f ssri? > 1 1 » ; : ■ ’::iA 
Clarence, Gloftcr, Exeter, andSalbbtfrie. 

• ■ c-! {-..y ilifiaivl ">fl '',.r 
War. My Lords theFrenchare very ftrong. 

F.xe. There is fiueto onevaridyet jbey ; allfare fre/h. J 
War. Of fighting nxDthcyhauefull fetfieabdsfand. 

Sal. The oddes is ail coo great. Farewell kind Lords: r 
Braue C/arence,and my Lord of G /oiler , 

My Lord of Warmcke, and to all farewell. 

CUr. Farewell kind Lord, fight ya’iaotlyto day, 

And yet in truth, I do thee wrong. 

For thou art made on the rrue (parkes of honour. 

Enter King, ) jbjsctjiolicOO .'A 
War. O would we had buttertthoufandmen 
Now at this inftanr,that doth not woi ke in England. 

King. Whofe that,that wifhes fo, my Coufeh Warwick? 
Gods will. I would not loofc the honour , 

One man would lharefiow,rn*»b ' . iA v-b no s;hii( I 

Not for my Kingdom c- •an.vou sr't i! . htjfni , 

No faith my Coufen.wilh netjone^ait morcj • M Ug- l 
Rather proclaims itprcfently ; through outfcampCj, . 

That he that hadino ftpm^cjke tOjthis fcaft. ... ujodoad i' 
Let him depart, his pafpprtlhahhecdtawite, !,^ ;: ' 

And ctowncs for conuoy put into his purfc, 
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cf Henry the fifi. 

Wc would notdiein tha t mans Company, 

That fcares hi$ fellowfhip to die with vs. - ; - *“•*'••• 

This day is called the day of Cry (pin, ,-• 

He that outliucs this" day jand fees old age. v ^ . . 

Shall Rand a tiptoe whenthis day is named, 

And rosvfe him at the name of Cryfpin, 

He rhatoutliues this day, and comes fafe home. 

Shall yearpfy on the vygill fcaft his friends, 

And fay,to morrow is S. Cryfpines day ; 

Then fhall we in their flowing bowfes 1 

Be newly remembred. Harry the King, - 

Bedford and Excter^Ctanncc and Glotter, ■ 

Warmckji nd : Torke* • :r ^ i!l ; l > - ' : ‘\ ’ * 

Familiar in their niouthes as houfhold words. 

This ftory {hall the goodm&h tcHMs fonne, 

And from this day.vntotho generall doome : 

But we in it (hall be remerhbred. • 

W e fevvc.we happie fewe,wc bond of brothers. 

For he to day that {heads his blood by mine, 

Shalbc my brother: be he ncrc fo bale, 

This day lhall gentle hiscoriditibn. 

Then (hall he Itriphis fleeues, and (hew his skats, 

And fay,thcfe wounds I had 6n Crifpines day: 

And Gentlemen in England tiow a bed, 

S hall thinke thcmfelu es accurtt. 

And hold their manhood chcape, 

While any fpeake that fought with Vs 
Vpon Saint C rifpines day. 

glofi. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in’thc field, 

Kin. Why a'l things dreready ,if our minds be fo. 

War. Perilhithe man whofe mind isbackward now. 

King. Thou doft not with more help fro England coufcn? 
War. Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone. 
Without mote helpe,roight fight this battle out. 

V-m E 2 King. Why 





T he Chrofthk HilUru- 

"Why well laid. That doth pleafe me better, ■ 1’ 

Then to w'ifh me one^Ysttiknow your charge,, 

God be with you all. ii •. 

Enter the Hera/d from the French . . • 

Herald. Oncp morel. come to know of thee king Hettrj, 
What thou wilt giueforraunfomef?' » 5 i :n -ofr-o 

Kin. Who hath fenttbee now 5 
Her. The Con liable o{ France. 

Km. 1 prethy beafemy former ajnfwetbackc: 

Bid them atchieue mexandthcnfell mybones. . jUi'H ..... ' 
Good God, why /hould-they mock gtiod. fellow*. 

The man that once didf<ftfheLiQrK skin r (thus?; Wt rll 
While the bead liucd,was kild with hunt-inghim, •>. 

A many of our bodies (hall no doubt >«.. i-xdimf 

Finde graues within your realme of France: 

Tho buried in jour dflnghils, wc fhalbc famed. 

For there the Sun (hall greets aheni, j, . .. . f? 

And draw vp their honors reakingvp to beauen, 
Lcauingtheireaph]yp®'t : SitOchokeyoiJfclym«Js.- 
The fmel wherof, ftnll brced a plague in Frances n- ,i 
Mai ke then abundant valour in our Englilb, 

That being dead, like-tOi the bullets crafiugy 1 ; • !T 

Breakes forth mt,0 a Ce-GpndcojUrfc of ratfebiefe* 

Killing in rclaps of mqttalipe, J. . ib . :iii 

Let me fpeakc proudly, 

Ther’s not a peece of feather in our campe. 

Good argument 1 hope. we -Oi*U not flyer 
And time bath worne vs into flotjendry. 

But by the mas, our hearts arc in ( fbe, trim,. r r y 

And my poore fouldic rs tel me, yet.ere night 
Thay le be in frefhetivobesjor they will pkicke 
The gay new cleat hes ore j our French fouldicrsearcs, 

And turniethemom offeruice. IHhey do this, 

Asifit pleafeGodthey fhall, 

Thenllaallpi|rranfoinefoonebeleui«d. . 7 
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ofHemythejfft. 

Saue thou thy labour Hcrauld: 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Hcrauld; 

They fhall haue nought I fwcare*but thefe ray bones* 
Which ifthey haue, as I o il leaue am them, 

Wil I y eeld them litle,tcil the Conftablc. 

Her. /(hall deliuerfo . 

Exit Her Attlii. 

Torke. My gracious Lord, vpon my knee I craue* 

The leading of the va ward. 

Kin. Take it braue Y orke. Come lbuj diers lets away; 
And as thoupleafcll God,difpofe the day. 

Exit. 

iSKOl.'l ) v.flm!t/> I'T •} jj jj;j tU’ • 1 

Enter the foure French Lofdt. 

; 

Ge. Odiabello. 

Confix Mor dp mavie. 

Or, O what a day is this?. . ! 

Bur. O lour dei houte all isgone,all is loft, m 

Con. W e are inough yet liuing in the field* 

T o fmothcr vp the^ngliib, 

If any order might be thought vpon. . : , • „ • . . .. , 

Bur. A plague of order,once more to the field* 

And hcthatwill notfoUotV/Burhon now, 

Let him go home, and with his pap in h?nd* ; ' ? \ 

Likea bacc leno hold the cham.be? d.oorc, .. . 

Why leaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog* 

His faireft daughter is contamurackec. ; ■ j • ■ . . . 

Con. Diforder that hath fpoy Id vs^right vs now. 

Come we in heapesjweelc offer vp our lines . 

V nto thefe Englifh^or elfe die with; fame. 

Come, come along, , x l 

Lets dye vvith honour, our fharne doth laft too long, 

• •• ‘.i.. w,.i 

Exitomnes] 
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The Chronicle Hiltmt 
Enter Ptftpll, the French man, and the Toy. s': - 

Tift. Eyldcur, eyldcur. m ' 

French. O Monfirc,ie vouscn prceaues pctie de mo)'. 
Pt!i. Moy {hall not feme./ will hauc fortic moys. 

Boy askc him his name. 

Boy. Comantettesvousapclles? v . 
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ifoy. Cornant ettes veus apellesf 
French. Monfier Fer. 

He faies his riatrife is Matter Fer. 
p,ft t /le Fer him, and ferit him,and ferke him? 

Boy difeus the fame in French. 

Sir I do not know, whats French s 

Fot fer, ferit and fearkt. 

Pift* Bid him prepare, for I wil cut hts throate. 

Boy. Featc,vou preat,ill voullescoupcle votre gage. 

PtH. Onyemafoy couple la gorge. 

Vplcff. .bou giuc ,0 

French. Qui dit ill monfierc; 1 ; ' *\ Vi 

Illdityefivounyvoulypadomyluy. 

Boy. La granranfomc,ill voutucrcs. ^ 

French. O lec vous en pri pert* gentclhoroe.pirlc ^ 

A cce.gran capataine,pour aueZmcrcie 

Amoy.ey leedonerces pour moo ranfome • • 
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tic will giue you 500. 

PiH. My fury fhall abate, - - 31 ' v -. : . 

And I die Crdyvnes S/vill take. V 

And as I fuck blobd,f wlMomwtierac fhew. 

Follow me cur. . S _ • nn inei. " 

txitomes* 

Enter the King and hie N Piftoll. 

King Wftat the French retire ? y €t 
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ifBittry thejift. 

Yet all is not done,yerkcepe the French the field. 

Exe, The Dukeof Torke commends him to your Grace! 
King, Liues he good Vnckle,t wife I favvc him downc» 
Twifevpagainc: >\ : 

From helmet to the (pdtre jail bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which aray,braue fouldicr doth he lye. 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake fellow to his honour dying wounds. 

The noble Earle of«f#^%alfo lyes. . 

Sajfo/ke fittt dy de,and Torke ail halted ore. 

Comes to him where in blood he lay fteepty ;( 

And takes him by the beard, kiflesthc gafhes 
That bloodily didyane vpon his face. 

And cry de aloud, tary deare coufin Stiffolke: 

My foule fhall thine keep company in heauen: 

T ary deare foule awhile, then flte to ; reft: 

And in this glorious and well foughten field. 

We kept togithcr in our chiualdry. 

Vpon ihtfe words I came'and cheerd them vp. 

He tooke me by the hand, Lid deare my Lorc^ 

Commend my fcruice to my foueraigne. 

So did he turne,andouer ^«j^’/^« neckc 

He threw his wounded arme,and fo efpoufed to death, 

'Withrblbod.he.Cealed, An argument 

Of neuer ending loue.The pretie andfweet manerofit, 

Forft thofe waters from me, which I would hauc ftopt* 

But I not fo much of man in me, i ri . 

But all my mother jcamc intomy eyes. 

And gauc me ypto feares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you* ^ 

Imuftconucif toteares. 

tsTiarum fttundts* . ■ 

Whatnew alarum is this l 
Bid enery fouldicr kill his prifoaer. 

Ptft. Couple gorge. Exitomneu .. . . 

Enter 












'The cfiromck Biftorit 

Enter F /ewe Hen, and Captains £ refer. 
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Gour. Tisccrtawp.thcwisnoiaBoy leftaiMfc -,n 

And the eofrferdff ratals that ran frorothe batted 

Themfelues haufc done this daughter: 
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Befidc.they haue carried away and burnt, 
AU that was in the kings T ent s 



sldor 




Captain Gower, what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne ? 
gear. Afexander the great. 




As if! fay,-,, 0 

Saue the frafe is a litle varation. 

Coter. I thinke tsllexander the great 
Wasborne it Macedon. 

His father was called of Maceden, 

l ‘/Lk< it infed »hcto Akm*, 

Was borne : looke you captaine Gower, 

And if youlooke into the mappes of the worcllw , 

You (hall findc litle difference betweene 

tJVTacedon and Lookeyou jhe« K . 

A Riuer in Macedon, »nd there nalfoa Riuer - • • - - 

/n^w^,themdmba^at^«^ 

Bwthtwofmy braine.wha^s thenameoftheoAw 

But tis allone,tis fo like, as my fingers lsto iay 2* , T 

And there is Saraons in both. - 

Looke you ckptaineGw^.and youaiarkCK, 

*V - 
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of Henry the f ft* 

You (hall finde our King is come after Alexander * 

God knowcs,and you know, that Alexander in his 
Bowles, and hi$alles,and his wrath, and hisdifplcafures, 

And indignations.was kill his friend Clittu. 

gower. /but our King is not like him in that, 

For he neuer killd any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Ofa mans mouth, ere it is made an end and finilhed : 

I fpcake in the comparifons,as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clittu : fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements.is turnc away, the fat knite 
With the great belly doublet:! am forgethis name. 

Gower. S«t Iobn FalAajfe. 

Flew. I, I thinke it is Sir lohn FalFlajfe indeed, 

T can tell you, theres good men borne at Monmerth. 

Enter l{ingandthe Lords. 

King. I was not angry fince /came into France , 

Vntill this houre. 

Take a trumpet Herauld, 

And ride vnto the horfmen on yon hill ? 

If they will fight with vs bid them come downe, 

Oi leaue the field,they do offend our fight : 

Will they do neither, we willcome to them, 

A nd make them sky r away, as faft 
A s flones enforft from the old Aflirian flings. 

Befides,weele cut the throats of thofe we hauc. 

And not onealiue fhall tatte our mercy. 

Enter the Herauld. 

Gods will what meancs this? knowft thou not 
That we haue fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Herald. I come great king for charitable fauour. 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

We may haue leaue to bury all our dead. 

Which in the field lye fpoyled and troden on. 

Kin* 1 tell thee truly Herauld, I do not know whether 

F The 
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T he Chronicle Historic 

The day be ours or no: 

For yet a many of your French do keep the fields 
Hera. The day is yours. 

Kin, Praifed be God therefore. 

What Caftle call you that ? 

Htra, We call i* tsigincourt. 

Km. Then call we this the field of Agmcourt. 

Fought on the day of Crjfpin,Cryfpin. 

■" Flew. Your grandfather of famous meraorie,, 

If your grace be remernbred, 

Is do good feruice in France. 

Kin, Tis true Flewellen,. - ^ 

Flew. Your Maieftie fayes verie true. - * >. 

And it pleafe your Maieftie, 

The Wealchmen there was do good feruice. 

In a garden where Leekes did grow. 

And I thinke your Maieftie wil take no fcorne. 

To weare a Leake in your cap vpon S .Dames day. 

Kin, No Flewellen for I am wealch as well as you. 

Flew, All the water in VFye wil not wafh your wealch 
Blood out of you, God keep it, and preferuc it. 

To his graces will and plcafure.. 

Kin. Thankes good countryman. 

Flew, By lefus I am your Maiefties countryman: 

I care not who know it.fo long as your maiefty is an honeit 
K. Godkeep me fo.Our Herald go with him, (man.. 

And bring vs the number of thefcattrcd French. 

Exit Her Aide i 

Callyonder fouldier hither. 

Flew, You fellow come to the king. . ' 

Kin, Fellow why dooft thou weare that gloue in thy natt 
Soul, And pleafe your maieftie, tis a rafeals that iwagard 
With me the other day: and he hath one of mine, 

Which if euer I fce,l haue fworne to ftrike him* , 
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of Henry the f ft. 

So hath he fworne the like to me. 

K. How think you Flewellenj.% it lawfull he keep his oath? 
FI. And it pleafe your maiefty, tis lawful he keep his vow. 
If he be periur’d once, he is as arrant a beggerly knaue, 

As treads vpon too blacke {hues. 

Kin. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer 
And Bclzcbub,and the diucl himfelfc, 

Tis mecte he keepc his vowe. 

Kin, Well ilrrha keep your word. 

Voder what Captain ferueft thou? 

S oul. Vnder Captaine Cjower. 

Flew. Captaine Cjoweris a good Captain ot 
And hath good literature in the warres. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Soul, I will my Lord. 

Exit feuldter. 

Kin. Captain Flewellen, when Alottfon and I was 
Downe together, /tooke this gloue off from his helmet. 
Here Flewellen , weare it. if any do challenge it, 

He is a friend of Alonfons, 

And an enemy to mee. 

Fie, Yourroaieftiedoth me asgreat afauour 
As can be defired in the harts of his fubiefts. > 

/would fee that man now that fiiould chalenge this gloue: 
And it pleafe God of his grace./ would but fee him, 

That is all. 

Kin. Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Cjower l 
Fie. Ca ptaine Cower is my friend . 

And ifit like your maieftie,/know him very well. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Flew, /will and it ftall pleafe your maieftie. 

Kin. Follow Flewellen clofely at the heeles, 

The gloue he wcares, it was the fouldicrs: 
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T he Chronicle HiHoric 

Ittnay be there will be haunt betweene themj 
For I do know Jlewellen valiant, 

And being toucht,as hot a? gunpowder: 

And quickly will return? an iniury. 

Go fee there be no harme betweene them, . 

E tiler Cjower ,F lewellen,and the Seu liter. 

Flew. Captain Gower, in. the name of lei u, 

Come to his Maiefiie, there is more good toward you* 

Then youcandreame off. 

Soul, Do you hearc you fir l do you know this glouei' 
Flew. 1 know the the gloue is a gloue. 

Sou/. Sir 1 know this, and thus 1 challenge it. 

He Jlrikes him.. 

Flew, G ode plut,and his. Captain Gower Hand away:- 
lie giue treafon his due prelently. 

Enter the King arn-icke, C larence^nd Exeter , 

Kin , How now, what is the matter i 
Flew , And it (hall pleafe your Maiefiie, 

Here is the notableft pecce of treafon come to light, 

As you lhall defire to fee in afommers day. 

Here is a rafcall,beggcrly rafcall.is flrike the gloue, 

Which your Maiefiie tookc out of the helmet of Alonfont 
And your Maiefiie will bcare me witnes,and tefinuony, 
And auouchments, that this is the gloue. 

Soul, And it pleafe your Maiefiie, that was my gloue* 

He that I gaueit too in the night, 

Promifed me to weare it in his hat: 

1 promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

I met that Gentleman, with my gloue injris hat. 

And I thinkc I haue bene as good as my word. 

Flew. Your Maiefiie heares, vnder your Maiefties 
Manhood, what a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

Kin. Let me fee thy glouc.Lookc you, 

This is the fellow of it. 

It was 1 indeed you promifed to ftrike. . 

And 












e f Henry the ft ft. 

And thou thouhaft giuen me mod bitter words. 

How canft thou make vs amends J 
Flew. Let his neckeanfwere it. 

If there be any marlhals lawe in the worell. 

S on/. My Licge,all offences come from the heart: 

Neucr came any from mine to offend your Maiefiie. 

You appeard to me as a common man: 

Witnefle the night, your garments, your lowlinefle. 

And whatfoeuer you recciued vnder that habit, 

I befeech your Maiefiie impute it to your owne fault 
And not mine.For your felfe came not like your felf© 

Had you bene as you fecmed,I had made no offence. 
Therefore 1 befecch your grace to pardon me. 

Kin. V nckicjfill the gloue with crovvnes, 

And giue it to the fouldier. Weare it fellow. 

As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Giue him the crownes.Come Captaine Flewellen, 

I mud needs haue you friends. 

Flew. By IefuSjthe fellow hath mettall enough 
In his bclly.Haike you fouldier, there is a (billing foryoUi- 
And keep your felfe out of brawles & brables , & diflcntios. 
And lookeyou,it fliall be the better for you. 

Soul, lie none of your money fit,not I. 

Flew. Why tisa good fhillingman. 

Why fhould you be queamifh ? Y our (hoes arc not fo goods 
It will ferue you to mend your ftioes. 

Kin, what men of fort arc taken vnckle? 

Exe, Chiles Duke of O/mw?, N ephew tothe Ktng» 
John Duke of Burbon, and Lord Bowchquall, 

Of otherLords and Barrons,Knights and Squicrs, 

Full fifteene hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me often thoufand 
French,thatinthc field lyes flainc. 

Of Nobles bearing bannersin the field, 

F j Cherlti 







T he Chronicle Hitfork 

* _ * ■ *1 

Charles de It Brute,\i\ e C onftablc of France* 

laques of Chattillian, Admirall of France, > 

The Maifter of the crosbows, Iobn Duke Alofon. 

Lord Ranb 'tereSy hie Maifter of France . 

Thcbraue fir Gwigzard, Dolphix.OiN’obelle ^harillaSy 
Gran P'rie; and Roj]e, Fawcenbridge and Foy, 

Gerard and Vert on. Vandemant and Lejlra, 

Here was a royal! fellowship of death. 

Where is thenumber of our English dead? 

Edward the Duke of Torke, the Earle of Sttjjkfte, 

Sir "Richard Ketly* Dauy Gam Efquier : 

And of all other, but fiuc and twentie. 

O God thy arme was here. 

And vnto thee alone,afaibe we praife. 

When without ftrategem. 

And ineuen fliock of battle, was euer heard 
So great, and litle Ioffe, on one part and an other. 

Take it God,foritisonely thine. 

Exe. Tis wonderful!. 

King. Come let vs go on proceffion through the camp ; 
Let it be death proclaimed to any man, . 

To boaft hereofor take the praife from God, . 

Which is bis due. 

Flew. Is it lawful, andic pleafe your Maicftie t 
To tell how many is kild 2 

King. Yes Flewellen, but with this acknowledgement. 
That God fought for vs. 

Flew. Yes in my conference, he did vs great good. 

King. Let there be fung,Nououes and tc Dcum. 

The dead with chariticenterrcd in clay: 

Weele then to Ca/ice, and to England then, 

Where ncre from /V4#ce,arriude more happier men. 

Exitomnes, 



Enter Gower /.ndFlewellen. 

Gower. But why do you weare your Lceke todays^ ^ 
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ef Henry the fft. 

Saint Dantes day is paft i 
Flew. T here is occafion Captaine 
Lookeyouwhy,and wherefore. 

The other day lookc you ,Piiiolles 

Which you know is a man of no merites 

In the word 1, is come where I was the other day, 

And brings bread and fault,and bids me 
Eate my Lceke : twas in a place, looke you. 

Where /could mouc no difeentions: 

But if /can fecbim,/fhall tell him, 

A litle of my defires. 

Cow. Here a comes, fweliing like a Turkccocke. 

Enter Pijloll. 

Flew . Tis no matter for his fweliing, and his turkecocks, 
God pldTeyou Antient Ptjlolt,you fcall, 

Beggerly,lowfie knaue.God plefleyou. 

‘Fiji. Ha, art thou bedlcm? 

Doft thou thurft bafe Troyan, 

T o haue me folde vp P areas fatall web ! 

Hence, /am qualmifh at the fmcll of Leeke. 

Flew , Antient Pittoll. I would defire youbecaufe 
It doth not agree with your ftomacke,and your appetite, 
And your digeftions.to eate this Lceke. 

Ftjl. Not for Cadwalleder and all his goates. 

Flew. There is one goatc for you Antient Piftol. 

° Hefinkeshim 

Fiji. Bace Troyan, thou fhall dye.. 

Flew. I, I know I fhail dye,meane time, I would 
Defire you to liue and eate this Leeke. 

Gower. Inough Captaine,you haue aftonilht him.’ 

Flew. Aftonilht him, by /efu,llc bcatchis head 
Foure day es, and fourc nights, but lie 
Make him eate fornc part of my Leeke. 
m. Well mufti byte? ’ T 
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Flew. 1 out of queftion or doubt.or ambiguities . 

You mud byte* 

Pifl. Good good. 

Piero. 1 Leckes are good, Anticnt Pifl oil. 

There is a (hilling for you to heale your bloody coxkome. 
Ptfl. Me a (hilling. 

Flew. If you will not take it* 

I haue an other Leeke for y ou. 

Pifl, I take thy (hilling in earned of reconing. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing,i!e pay you in cudgels, 
You fhalbc a woodmongcr, 

And by cudgels, God bwy you, 

Antient Tiftoli.G od blcdc you, 

And heale your broken pate. 

Antient Pifloll, if you fee Leekes an other time, 

Mockc at them, that is all : God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 



Tift. All hell (hall dir for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwy e with me now < 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike lines? 

Well France farwell,newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One mallydie of France , 
The wanes affordeth nought.home will I ttug. 
Bawd will I turne,and vfe the (lyte of hand : 
To England will 1 ftcale. 

And there lie deal e. 

And patches will 1 get vnto thefe skarres, 

And fwcarel gat them in the Gallia wanes- 



Exit Pifl oil. 




Enter at one doore,the King o/England and hu Lords, 4ndat 
the other doore-.the Ktng e/France, Ma eene Katherine , tut 
Duke of Burbon >and others . 

Harry. Peace to this meeting, wherefore wc are ffl***^^ 
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And to our brother France, Faire time of day. 

Fairc health vnto our loucly coufen Katherine . 

And as a branch, and member of this dock: 

We do falutcyou Duke of Tttrgondte. 

Fran. Brother of England, right ioyou$ are we to behold 
Your face, fo are we Princes Englilli euery one. 

Duk- With pardon vnto both yourmightines. 

, Let it not difpleafe you,if I demaund 

What tub or bar hath thus far hindred you. 

To keepe you from the gentle fpeech of peace i 
Har. I f Duke of Bnrgondj, you wold haue peace, 

You mud buy that peace. 

According as we haue drawne our articles. 

Fran, We haue but with a curfenary eye, 

Oreviewd them- phafeth your Grace, 

To let fome ofyour Counfcllfit with vs, 

We (hall returneout peremptory anfwcre. 

Har. GoLords,and fit with them, 

A nd bt ing vs anfwcre bac ke. 

Yet lcaue our coufen Katherine here behind. 

France. Withall our hearts. 

Exit King and the Lords. Manet, Hrry, Kathe- 
rine, and the Gentlewoman. 

Hate. Now Kate, you haue a blunt wooer here 
Left with you. 

If 1 could win thee at leapfrog. 

Or with vaw ring with my armour on my backc, 

Into my (addle. 

Without brag be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any. 

But leauingthat Kate, 

If thou takeftme now, 

T hou (halt haue me at the word: 

* ' G And 
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AtvJ'm wearing, thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But dooft thou thinkc, that thou and I, 

Betweene Saint Denis, 

And Saint George, (hall get a boy. 

That (hall goe to Cenflantinop/e, 

And take the great Turke by the beard.ha Katei 
Kate. Is it pofliblc dat me fall 
Loue de cnetme de France. 

Harry. No £<tf*,tisvnpoffible 
You fhould loue the enemic of France: 

For Kate, I loue France fo well. 

That lie not leaue a Village, 
llehaue itall mine: then Kate, 

When France is mine, 

And I am yours, 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell it you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, nke a bride 

On her new married Husband, 

Let me fee, Saint Dennis be my fpecd. 

Quan France et mon. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yoursv 
Harry. Et vous ettes amoy, 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous: 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Etlefuyues a vous. 

Kate, And you will be to me. 

Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? tis ealier for me 
To conquer the kingdome, thS to fpeak fo much 

More French* 

: 1 



of Henry the ft ft. 

Kate . A your Maicfty has fa] (e France inough 
T o deceiue de beft Lady in France, 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. But Kate, 

,In plainc termcs.do you loue mc. ? 

Kate, I cannot tell. 

Harry, No, can any ofyour neighbours tell? 
lie askethem. 

Come Kate, l know you loue me. 

And foone when you are in your cloflef, 

Youle queftion this Lady of me. 

But I pray thee fwcete K*r*,vfe me mercifully, 
Bccaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That 1 (hall dye Kate } it fure t 
But for thy loUe,by the Lord ncuer. 

What Wench, 

A ftraight backe will growe crooked. 

A round eye will growe hollowe. 

A great leg will waxe (mail, 

A curld pare proue baldc : 

But a good heart Kate, is the fun and the moonc. 
And rather the Sun and not the Moonc : 

And therefore Kate take me, 

T ake a fouldiernake a fouldicr. 

Take a King. 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue me? 

Kate. Dat is as pleafe the King my father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him : 

Nay it (hall pleafe him Kate. 

And vpon that condition Kate He kifle you. 
K 4 .O mon dulc nc voudroy faire quelke choflc 
Pour toute lc monde, 

Ce ne poynt votree fachion en fouor. 

Harry. What faiesfhe Lady? 

Lady, Dat it is not de falion cn France \ 

For de raaidc5,b( fore da be married to 
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May foy ic oblye,whar is to baffle ?■ 

Har , To kis, to kis. O that tis not the 
Fa(hi in in Franace, {or the maydes tu kis 
Before they are married. 

Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weele breake that cuftome. 

Therefore Kate patience perforce and yceld. 

Before God Kate , you haue witchcraft 
In your kiffes: 

And may perfwade with me more, ■ i 

Then all the French Counccll. > 

Your father is returned. * '• > • > ' • f \ 

' \ 't j hr I ; : T ! 

Enter the King of France, and. 
the Lordes. 

acT> y&<>7. llhi fail '■ - - m 



How now my Lords? 

France. BrotherofEngland» r-;v. X. 

We hauc orcrcd the Articles, 

A nd h me agreed to all that we in fedulc had*. „ '• < 

Exe. Only he hath not fubferibed this> 

Where your maieftiedcroaunds* w ‘ ■■"•A: 

That the king of France hauing any occafion 

To write for matter of granny 

Shall name your bighneffe, in this forme: 

And with this addition in French. 

Nottre trefher fi&, Henry %oy DUnglattrre, 

Ehearede Frvwwv.And thus in Latin* • rA !• - 

Prec/anjjimus filtw noflcr Henricuiffex Anglie. / 

Stheres Francie. ' , 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon* 

But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 

Har. Why then let this among the;fc0* - 

Haue his full courfe t And withal),! . ; ,j.< it J..CI a 

Your daughter Kathcm* in Wfb&f*- > . : ■ 

" <. q Frontt* 
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Fran. This and what elfc, 

Y our male flie fhall craue. 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much ioy. 

Har . Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue roe thy hand: 

Ourmariage will we prcfentfoleronife, 

And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then will I fweare to Kate , and Kate to tnee : 
And may our vowes once made, vnbroken bef » 

FINIS. 
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of Henry the fift : with his battell fought 
at Agin Court in France^ T ogither with 
Ancient Piflotf. 

Enter King Henry , Exeter, two 'Bifhops , ’Clarence , 

And ether attendants. 

Exeter. 

S Hall I call in th’Ambaffadors my Liege ? 

Ktng. Not yet *ny coufin* till we be refolu d 
Offome ferious matters touching vs and Trance. 

"Byfb God and his Angels guard your facred throne, 
And make you long become it. 

King . Sure we thankeyou .• and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Salique which they haue in France,, 

Or (hould or {hould not flop in vs our claime s 
And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhould faftiioo, frame, or wreft the fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reucrence {hall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawnc our perfon, 
How you awake the fleeping fword of warre : 

We charge you in the name of Gr d take heede. 

After thiscortiuration/peake my 1 ovd : 

And we will iudge, note, and bcleeue in heart. 

That what you fpeake, is walht as pure 
At fin in baptifinc® 

A a *#• 
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jBiJb . Then heare me gracious Soueraigne, & you Pecres 
Which owe your liues, your faith, and feruices 
To this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to ftay your highnefle claime to France 
But one ; which they produce from Far Amount; * 

No female fhalj fucceed in Salique Land ; 

Which Salique Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Realme of France, 

And Far amount x\iz founder of this law and female barre® 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme, 1 

That the Land Salique lyes in Germany , 

Betwecne the floods of Sabec\ and of Elme , 

Where Charles the fife hauing fubdude the Saxons 
There left behinde, and fetled certaine French, 

Who holding in dildaine the Germane women. 

For fome difhoneft manners of their liues, 

Eftablifiic there this Law. To wit, 

No female fhall fucceed in Salique Land : 

Which Salique land (as I haue fayd before) 

Is at,this time in Germany, call’d Mefene. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Salique law 
Was not deuifed for the Realme of France „• 

Nor did the French poflefl'e the Salique land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twenty yearcs 
After the function of Ring Paramount y 
©odly fuppofd the founder ofthis Law. 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the Crowne, 

To fine nis Title with fome lhcw of truth. 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought V 
Ccnuey’d himfclfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to Charles theforefayd Duke of Lorain ^ 

So that as ciecre as is the fummers Sun, 

King Pipins Title, and Hugh Capets claime. 

King Ckarlesfas fatisfa<flion, aIl appeare 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the Lords of France vncill this day, 

Howbeit they would hold vp this Salique Law 
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To barre your highneffe claiming from the female, 

And rather choofe to hide them in a net 
Then amply to embrace their crooked caries, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors. . 

K. May we with right and confcience make this dait# 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne .* 

For in the booke ofNumbers it is writ. 

When the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your owne, 

Vnwindeyour bloody flagge, 

Go my dread Lord to your great Grandfires graue, 

From whom you claime : 

And your great Vnckle Edward the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy, 

M aking defeate on the full power of France , 

Whilft his moft mighty father on a hill. 

Stood finding to behold his Lyons whelpe. 

Foraging the blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Englifb, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of France : 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by. 

All out of worke, and coldc for adlion. 

King.Wc muftnot oncly arme vs gainft the French , 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages# 

2?/.The.Marches graciou$.foueraigne,fhalbc fuffieicnr 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers, 
King.Wc do hot meane the courfing fneakers onely. 
But fearethc maine entendment ofthe Scot : 

For you {hall read, neuer my great Grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for France, 

But that the Scot on his ynfurniflit kingdome, 

Came pouring like the tide into a breach. 

That England beingijropty of defences, 

Hath fhooke and trembled at the brute heereo:. 

Bipi She hath bin then more.fear’d then hurt my Lord : 
A 3 ^ or 
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For hcare her but cxaraplified by her felfe. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France, 

And flic a mourning widdow of her Nobles, 

She hath her lelfc. not oncly weli defended, 

Biic taken and impounded (as a ftray)thc King of Scottet. 
Whom like a cay tiffe (lie did kadc to France , 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife. 

As is the owfc and bottome of the fea, 

With funken wracke, and fhipleffe treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win, 

Then with Scotland firft begin : 

For once the Eagle England being in pray. 

To hi s vnfurnifht Neft the weazlc Sett 
Would fuckeherEgges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 

To fpoyle and hauocke more then (he can eat. 

fare. It followes then, the Cat muft flay at home, 

Yec that is but a curft ncccflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty rheeues : 

Whilft that the armed hand doth light abroad. 

The aduifed head controlles at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put in pares, 
Congruech with a mutual) confentlike muficke. 

'Bifo. T rue.thercfore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers fun&ions : 

Whereto is added as an ayme or But.Obedicnce s 
For fo liue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an a& of order to a peopled Kingdomc. 

They haue a King, and Officers effort; 

Where fome like Magiftrates corrc61 at home: 

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : 

Others, like foldiours armed in their flings. 

Make boot vpon chefommers Veluet bud : 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
T o the T ent-royall of their Emperor ; 

Who bulled in his maiefty, behold 

The 
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The finglng Mafons building roofes ofGold, 

The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony, 

The fad-cy’d Iuftice withhis furly humme, 

Dcliuering vp to executors pale, the lazi e caning drone, 
This I inferre, that twenty actions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arrowes lofed feuerali wayes,fly to onemarke j 
As many feuerali wayes meetc in one Towne t 
As many frefh ftreamesrun in one felfc-fea : 
Asmanylinesclofcin the diall center.* 

So may a thoufand a&ions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born without defeft. 
7 hcrefore my Liege to France, 

Diuide your happy England into foure. 

Of which take you one quarter into France , 

And you withall, fhall make all CjaKid fhakc. 

If we with thrice that power left at home. 

Cannot defend ourowne doore from the doggr. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardinefle. 

Kin. Call in the meflenger fent from the Dolphin, 

And by yout ayde, the noble finnewes of our Land, 

France being ours, wcel bring it to our awe, 

Or breake it all inpecces : 

Either our Chronicles fiiall with fuH mouth fpeake 
Freely of our a&s, or clfe like tongueleffe mutes, 

Not worfhipt With a paper Epitaph: 

Enter t he A mb tjfadors pom France. 

Now are we well prepard to know the Dolphins pleafure 
For we hcare your comming is from him, 

tsfmbaf. Pleafcth your Maiefty to giue vs leauc 
Freely to render what we haue in charge. 

Or fhall I fparingly {hew a farre off, 

TheDolphins pleafure, and our Ernbaflage? 

K 1 /^. We are iio tyrant, hut a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubictfl. 

As are our wretches fettered m our prifons, 

Tfeere-| 
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Therefore freely, and with vneurbed boldnefle 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Awbaf. Then this in fine the Dolphin faith. 

Whereas you clairric ccrtaine Townes in France, 

From your predeceffor King Edward the third. 

This he retutnes : 

He faith, there’s nought in France, 

That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne, 

You cannot rcuell into Dukedomcs there : 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu ofehis. 

Defires to lettheDukedomes that you crane 
Heare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith. 

King. What trealure Vnckle ? 

Sxe. Tennis balles my Liege. 

King. Wee are glad the Dolphin is fo plcafant with vs, 
Yourmeffagc, and his prefent wcaccepr. 

When we haue matchtourRackets to thefe balles. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuch a fet, 

Shal firike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France lhalbc dillurbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftand him well, how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies. 

Not meafuring what vfc we made of them. 

We neuer valew'd this poore feate of England, 

And therefore gaue o.ur felues to barbarous Liccnfe, 

As tis common ieene. 

That ijien are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will keepc our ftate, 

Be like a King, mighty , and command. 

When we do rowfe vs in the Throne of France. 

For this we haue layd by our Maiefty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That we will dazlc all the eyes of France, 

I firike the Dolphin blindc to looke on vs. 
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And tell him this, 

His mockehath turn’d his balles to gun-ftones. 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged, for the waftfull 
Vengeance that fhall flye from them. 

For this his mocke. 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Caftles down. 
I, fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curfethe Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lies all within the will ofGod, 

To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on. 

To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of fhallow wit. 

When thoufands wcepe more-then did laugh at it. 
Conuey them with fafe conduit; fee them hence. 

Exc. This was a merry meflage. 

King.We hope to make the fi 'erbhifh at it : 
Therfore let our collection for th<- wars be foon prouided 
For God before, weel check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore : therefore let eucry man now taske his thought. 
That this faire aCUon may on foote be brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Nine and Hardolfe. 

Tar. Good morrow Corporall Nim. 

Nim.Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe. 

Bar. What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
cannot tell, things muft be as they may .• 

I dare not fight,but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one,but what tho ; twil ferue to toftc cneefe, 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Bar . Ifaith Miftreffe Quickly did thee great wrong, 

For thou vvert troth-plight to her. 

3 Nmt 
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Nim. I mutt do as I may, tho patience be a tired mare, 
Vet ihcel plod. and fome fay lenities haue edges. 

And men may fleepc and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

BanCome ifaith,llebeftow a breakfaft to make PtJioH 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould we carry kniucs 
to cut our ovvr.e throates, 

iW'wJfaith ilc line as long as I may,that’$ the eertaine of 
it. And when I cannot liue any longer, lie do as I may, ’ 
And there’s my reft,and the randeuous of it. 

Inter 'PiiloH,and Hoftts Quickly his wife, 

'Bar. Goo d morrow ancient Ptiioll, 
heere comes ancient PiHo!l,l prcthec Nim be quiet. 

Nim . How do you myhoft > 

Pii if.Bafc flaue,cailc(l thou me hod ? 

Now by gads lugges I £weare,I fcornc the title. 

Nor fhall my TW/t kcepelodging. • 

Bofi , No by my troth not I, 

Tor we cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeflly by the pricke of their needle. 

But it is thought ftrsight we keepe a bawdy-houfe, 

0 Lordjheerc’s Corporall Nim, now (hall 

We haue wilful! adultery and murther committed ; 

Good .Corporal! Nim {hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. Nim. Puili. 

P//?.What,doft thou pu(h,thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Nim . Willyou {hog off?T would haue you folus. 
?*'J?.Solus, egregious dog.that folus in thy throate. 
And in thy lungs,and which is worfe, within 
Thy mesfuil mouth,I do retort that folus 
In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke. 
And Piilols flafhiqg fiery cockc is vp; . 

Nim. I am not Barbafom, you cannot comure me ; 

1 haue an humor P if oil to knockc you indifferently well. 
And you fall foule with me PiftoH , 

lie fcoure you with my Rapier in faire tearmes. 
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[f you will walke off a little, 

lie pricke your guts a little in good tertne%' 

ftnd there’s the humor of it. . , 

Pili-.O braggard vile, and damned furious wi 0 h., 

The erauc doth gape.atid groaning death isneerc, 

rherefore exall. . * t Tklt’""' 

'Bar. Heare me, he that {trikes the firft blow. 

He kill him,as 1 am a Soutdier. 

Ptfi. An oath of mickle might,and fury (hall abate* 

Nim. We cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there’s the humor of it. . 

P/7?.Coiiple gorge is the word J thee dthc agen , 

A damned hound, tbinkft thou my fpoule to get ? 

No,to the powdering tub of infamy, 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kinde, 

Doll Tcar-fheete,{he by name, and her efpowle 
I haue.and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the oncly (he and Paco, there it is enough. 
EntertheBoy. 

B07.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight.to my Matter, 
thefedayes. 

He go to him,husband you 1 come . 

Bdj'.Come Pifloll befriends. 

JVjw,prethee be fricnds,and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. ,, hurting 

Nt.l fbal haue my eight (billings I won of you at bet g 

y*y?.Bafe is the flaue that payes. . of it. 

iW.That now I will haue, and there s the hum 

Pr^.As manhood (hall compound. . T J 

Bar. He that ftrikes the firft blow, 
lie V ill him bv this fword# - * a. 
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A’Jw.Ifhall haue my eight {hillings I wonne of vou at 
betting. J 

Vifi.h noble {halt thou haue, and ready pay. 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 

And friendlhip {hall combinde out brotherhood 
lie liue by Nim , as Nim {hall liue by me : 

Is not this iuft? for I {hall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue'. 

Nim . I {hail haue my noble ? 

Tift .Injca fh mod truely paid, 

Afow. Why theres the humor of it. 

Enter Hofies. 

Hoftes.As euer you came of men come in. 

Sir poore foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuer.tis wonderful], 
PiJl.Lst vs condole the knight ; for lamkins we wil liue. 

Sxemtemnes , 

Enter Exeter and Glower. 

Glofi. Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to 
truft thefe traytors, 

£v<?.They {hall be apprehended by and by. 

giofi.l but the man that was his bedfellow. 

Whom he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauors, 
That he fhould for a forreigne purfe,to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trcchery. 

Exe.O the Lor-' of CMasflmm. 

Enter the King and three herds. 

A'Ag.Now firs, the windc is faire,and we will aboord ; 
tdy Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord of Ttiasflpam, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts. 

Do you not thinkc thepower we beare with vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Masflsani. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. 

Cam, 
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£Ww.Neucr was Monarch better feared and loued then 
isyourMaicfly. 

Crey.Eucn thofethat were your fathers enemies 
Haue fteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

Kine . We therefore haue great caufe ofthankfulncfle. 
And flfall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufe and worthineffe. 

MafSo ieruice {hall with fteeled finewes fiiine, 

And labour fliall refrefli it fclfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffant feruice, 

W.Vncklc of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed yefterday,that raild again A our perfon. 

We confider it was thehoate of Wine that let him on. 

And on his moreaduice wepardon him. 

* Maf.Thit ismercy,but too much fecurity j 
Let him be punifht Soucraigne, 

Lcaft the example of him, breed more of iucli a kinde. 
Kwg.Q let vs yet be mercifull. 

* [am . So may your highnefle^nd punifli too. 

Grej. Y ou (hew great mercy if you giue him life. 

After the talie of his correction. 

King. Alaflc,your too much care and loue of me. 

Are heauy orifons againft the poore wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on diftemper. 

Should not be winked at. 

How fhould wc ftretch our eye.whcn capital 1 crimes. 
Chewed, fwalIowed 3 and digefted,appeare before vs ; 
Well yet enlarge.the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loucs.and tender preferuauon of our ftate. 
Would hauc him puniflit. 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

CantMc one my Lord, 

Your highneffe bad me aske for it to day. 

Ttiaf. So did you me my Soueraigne, 

Cm. And me my Lord, • 

B 3 Km l' 




r ; « Trip? Mr. :tVi " rararej t* f & hi f j?_f? ■ eiwjfcre 




n .. “ TM cmmiewittry - 

King. Then Richard, Earle of Cambridge , there is yours, 

. There is yours, my Lord of AJaJham : ' 

And fir Thomai (JWy, knight of Northumberland, 

This (ame is yours ; 

Readc them,and know we know your worthinefie. 
Vnckic Exeter , I will aboord tonight. 

Why how now Gentlemcn,why change you colour f 
What fee you in thofe papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance ? 

Cam . I do confefle my fault, and do fubmit me 
To your highneffe mercy. 

Mafh . To which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your ownc rcafons is fore-ftald and done : 

You mud not dare for fhame to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confciencc turne vpon your bofome*. 

As dogs vpon their mafters worrying them. 

Sec you my Princes,and my Noble Peeres, 

Thefe englifh Monfters .* 

My Lord of Cambridgehetc, 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belonging to his honor ; 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes. 

Lightly confpir’d and fworne vnto the pra&ife* of France, 
To kill vs heere in Hampton . To the which. 

This knight, no leflc in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath like wife fworne. 

But oh,what (hall I fay to thee falfeman. 

Thou cruell.ingratefull.and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethe key of all my counfell. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold? 

Wouldft thou haue pra&ifde on me for thy vfe ? 

Can it bepoflible that out ofthee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger ? 

Tis fo ftrange,that?ho the truth doth (hew as grofc 
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As blaclte ftom white, mine eye will fcarfely fee it. 

Their faults arc open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their practifes. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard, Earle of Camortdge. 

1 arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry, Lord of Majham. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thomae Grey , 

Knight of Northumberland. 

Mafb. Ourpurpofes God iuftly hath dilcoucrcd. 

And I repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 befeech your Maiefty fovgiue. 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Kmg.God quit you in his mercy . 

Hearcyour fentence, r 

You haue confpir’d againft our royall Perfon, 

loyned with an enemy proclaim dandhxed. 

And from his Coffers receiucd the golden earneft ofour 

death, t « 

Touching our perfon we fecke no redrefle. 

But we out kingdomes fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought, 

Thattoourlaweswedodeliueryou, 

Get youhence,poore roiferable creatures to your death. 
The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giue you paueiKe 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds amide. 

BearciWlKncc. Sxi „UeU rj,. 

Now Lords to France : The enterprife whereof. 

Shall be to you as vs/ucceffiuely. . W* 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in our 
Cheerlv to fea.the fignes of war aduance ; 

No King of England, if not King of France. 

b Exit omnes. 

Enter 

vWikJ 
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Enter Nim i TtJl$U ) Bardolfe ) Hofter i an<i a boy. 

Hofi. I prethec fweet heart. 

Let me bring thee Co farre as Stoner, 

Pi ft. 'So fiir,no fur. 

Jfttr.Well,fir Iohn is gone, God be with him. 

Hofi .I,he is in Arthors bofome, if euer any were, 

He went away as if it were a cryfombd chiide, 
Betweene twelue and one, 

Iuft at turning of the tide ; 

His nofe was as fharpe as a pen ; 

For when I fa w him fumble with the fheets, 

. And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 
Iknew there was noway but one. 

How now fir Iohn, quoth I ? 

And he cryed three times,God,God, God, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his feete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cojd as any ftone. 
And to his knees, and they Were as cold as any ftone. 
And fo vpward,& vpward.and all was as cold as ftone, 
Ai7?w.They fay he cride out on Sacke. 

that he did. 

Boy.knh of women. 

Hofi . No that he did hot. 

Toy. Yes that he did,& fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Hofi. Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 
JV««.Well,he did cry out on vvomen. 

//o/?.Indecd he did in fome fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke, • 

Andtalktofthe U'hore of Babilon. 

S«y.Hoftes,do you remember he faw a Flea ftand 
V pon Bardolfes nofe,and fed it was a blacke foule 
Burning in hell ? 

Bard. 
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^r.Welt,God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruicc. 

Mw.Shall we (hog off? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

Pifi. Cleare vp thy criftals, 

Looke to my chattels and my moueablcs ; 

Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay .• 

Mens words arc wafer cakes, 

And hold faft is the onely dog my dcare. 

Therefore cophetuabe thy counfellor. 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

^.Farewell hofteffc. 

Him. I cannot kis,and theres the humor or it* 

But adieu. 

Pifi. Keeps faft thy buggleboe. 

J r Exft omnes. 



Enter King of France, Bourbon, Dolphin , 

and others. 

King-Wow you Lords of Orltmt , 

Of Bourbon, and of Berry , 

You fee the King of England is not flacke. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

Dolphin. My gracious Lord, 

Tis mecte we all go foorth, 

And arme vs agiinft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France : 

But let vs do it with no (hew of fearc. 

No with no more,then if we heard 
England were troubled with a Moms dance. 

For my good Lord, (he is Co idcly kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne, 

So guided by a (hallow humorous youth. 

That fearc attends her not. , ( 

Cou.O peace Prince Dolphin, you deceiue y oU * ^? on 
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Qiiefllon your Grace the late Embaffador, 

With what regard he heard his Embatfage, 

How well Supplied with aged Counfellors, 

And how his refolution anfwer’d him. 

You then would fay, that Harry was not wildc. 

^/^.Wclljthinke we Harry flrong. 

And ftrongly arme vs to preuent the foe, 

ConMy Lord,hcere is an Ambafiador 
From the King of England, 

.K>tf£.r>id him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly foilowcd,Lords. 

Dol. My gracious father,cut vp this Englilh fliorc 
Selfe-Ioue my Liege is not fo vile a thing ‘ 

As felfe-negleding. 

Enter Exeter. 

•JX V. ■ ' \kV-4 * r ^ - ** 

King . From our brother of England ? 

Exe.&om him, and thus he greets your Maiefly • 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 7 * 

That you deueft your felfe,and lay apart 
That borrowed title, which by gift of heauen. 

Of law,ofnaturc,and of Nations, longs * 

To him and to his heircsinamely the Crowne 
And all wide flretched titles that belongs 
Vino the crowne of France, that you may know 
Tisnofiniftcr,norno awkeward daime, 

Pickt from the wormcholes ofold yaniflat dales 

Norfronithe duftofoldoblii ionrackt, 

He lends you thefc mod mem rablc lines. 

In euery branch truciy demon!, ated : 

Willing yououcrlooke this pe« igree. 

And when you finde him euenly deriued 
From his mod famed and famous Anccftors, 

Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indireaiy held 
From him,thenatiuc and true Challenger. 
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Xittgtf tioe,wnat foilowes } . 

£A*.Bloody coftraint,ror if you hide the erowrs 
Euen in your hearts,there will he rake for it ; 

Therefore in fierce tempefl is he comming 
In thundered in earthquake, like a Ieue, 

That ifrequiring faile.he will compcll it : 

And on your heads curnes he the widows teares 
The orphants crics,the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens groncs,* 

For husbands, fathcrs,and diftrefied louers. 

Which fliall be fwallowcd in this controuerlie. 

This is his claime,his threatning, 8c my meffage, 

Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heere. 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

. Del. For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him. 

What to hcare from England. 

Etv.Scorn 8c defiance, flight regard, contempt, 

And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at .• 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mockcyou fent his Maiefly, 

Hec’l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide your trefpaffe, 8c returne your mock, 
Infecond accent of his Ordenance. 

Dol . Say that my father render faire reply. 

It is againft my will : 

For I defirc nothing fo much. 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufe, according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofe Paris balks. 

Exe. Hee’i make your Paris Louer fhake for it, 

Were it the Miflreflc Court of mighty Europe . 

And be a {lured, you! finde a difference. 

As we his fubie&s haue in wonder found, 

Betwcene his yongcr daies,and thefe he mufters now; 

C a Now 
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Now he weighes time cuen to the lateft graine. 

Which you fhall finde in your owne Ioffes, 

Ifvveftay in France, 

King, W el!, for vs you (hall returnc our anfwer baoke 
To our brother of England* 

Exit on mi. 

Enter Nim i r Bardolfe y PifioK,andBoy . 

A7«».Before God heeres hot feruice. 
jPift.Tis hot indeed, blowes go and cqme, 

Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

A7?»,Tis honor,and there’s the humor of it. 

Boy. Would I were in London, 

3de giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Piil.hnit 1 : if wifhes would preuaile, 

I would not ftay,buc thither would I hie* 

Enter Flewellen y and beats them in « 

Fie B’.Gods plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches ? 

Nim.hbnz thy rage fweece knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy. Well,I would I were once from them ; 

They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 

Handkcrchers.they will fteale any thing. 

Bardolfe foolc a Lute-cafe,carried it three mile. 

And fold it for three halfepence. 

Him ftole afire-fhouell, 

I knew by that, they meant to carry coales * 

Wcll,if they will not leaue me, 

1 meanc to leaue them. 

Exit Nim ) r Brirdolfe 1 Piflell ) swd r Boj. 

Enter Gower. 

Qower. Captaine Flewellen, you muft come ftrait 
To the Mines, to the Duke of Glefler. 

Tlew. 
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FAw.Looke you,tell the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaueties is otherwife. 

You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fiue yards vndcr the countermines : 

By Ie{hn I thinke heel blow vp all. 

If there be no better direction, 

alarum. Enter the King and hie Lords. 

JGag.How yet rcfolucs the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud of deftruftion.defie vs to our worft. 
For as I am a fouldier.a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once againe, ^ 

I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afnes (he be buried. 

The gates of mercy are all (hut vp. 

What fay you, will yo,u yeeld and chis auoid. 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid ? 

• ■ 

Enter Goner nor. 

,V; si S/SZi H" '■ t)‘ ‘ ' :;V » 

Gouer. Our expe&ationbath this day an end 
The Dolphin,whom of fuccout we entreated. 

Returnee vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
To raife fo great a fiege : therefore dread King, 

We yeeld our towne and liues to thy foft mercy : 

Enter our gates, difpofe of vs and ours. 

For wc no longer are defenfiue now. > 

. 

Enter Katherine and t/ilice. 

\ 

Kate, Altce v en e ci a ,v ou s aues cates en, 

Vou pane fort bon Angloys englatara. 

Coman fae palla vou la main en francoy . 

C 3 Alice. 
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Alive.!.* main madam dehan. 

Kate.EA* bras. 

Alice, Dc arma madam. 

Kate. Lc main da han la bras dc arma, 

Alice, Owye Madam. 

Kate. B Coman fa pdla vow la mencon a la coll, 

Alice. De neck.e dc cin, Madam. 

Kate.E deneck,c decin,edecode. 

Alice . De cudiema foy Ie oblye,itiais Ie remcmbre 
Lc tude,o de elbo Madam, 

Kate.Ecome lc reherfera,towt cclla q» c lac apoandre, 
De han.de arma,de neck,du cin.e de bilbo. 

Alice . De elbo Madam. 

Kate.O Iefiijlea obloye ma foy,ecoute Ie recontcra 
De han,dc arma,de ncck,decin,e de clbo.eca bon. 

Alice. Mzy foy Madam,vou parla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous aucs ettue en Englatara. 

Kate . Par la grace dc deu an petty tancs. Ie parle milieu j 
Coman fe pclla vou lepeid e Ie robe. 

Alice. Le foot,e Ie con. 

K ate.Le fooe.e le con,0 Icfu ! Ie ne veu poina parle, 

S ie plus dcuant le cho cheualires dc franca. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

Madam.de foote,e Iecon. 

Kate.O et ill aufie,ecoute^//«,de han,de arma, 

Dc neck.de cin ,1c foote,e de con. 

Alice. Ott fort bon Madam, 

Kate. A loues a diner. 

Exitomnes, 

Enter King of France, herd Coufi able jibe 
Dolphin, and Bourbon, 

King.Tis certaine heis paft the Riuer Some. 

Cw.Mordcu nia via i Shall a few Ipranes ofrs, 

(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 

Out- 
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Outgrow their grafters. 

2?#r.Normanes,baftardNormancs,rtiordu, 

And if they paflc vnfoUght withall, 
lcfell my Dukedome for a foggy Farme 
In that Ihort nooke He of England, 

Con. Why whence haue they this mettall? 

Is not their Climate raw.foggy.and cold. 

On whom.as in difdainc.the Sunnc lookes pale? 

Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water decockt fuch liueiy blood ? 

And fhall our quicke blood,fpirited with wine, 

Seeme frofty ? O for honour of our names, 

Let vs not hang like.frozen Iccfickles 

Vpon our houfes tops,whilc they(a more frofly Climate) 

Sweate drops of youthfull blood. 

jfo'wg.Conftable difpatch,fend Montioy foorth, 

T o know what willing ranfomc he will giuc : 

Sonne Dolphin, you fhall ftay in Rhone with me. 
ZV.Notfo.I do befeech your Maiefly. 

J5C/»^.\Vell,I fay itlhall be fo. 

Fxemt omnet. 

.. Ji.'" 

Enter Comer and FleweUen, 

GWfr.How now Captaine FleweUen^ 

Come you from the bridge ? 

Flew. By Iefus there’s excellent feruicc committed 
the bridge ? 

Gower . the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flew. The Duke of Exeter is a roan whom I loue. 

And I honour,and 1 worfhip with my foule. 

And iny hpart,andmy life, 

And my lands.and my liuings. 

And my vttermofl powers. 

The D uke is looke you, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it, 

No harmc in the worcll. 
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He is maintaine the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, a 

I do not know how you call him, * 

But by lejhu I thinke he is as valiant as Marks Antony , 

He doth maintaine the Bridge moil gallantly | 

Yet he is a man of no reckoning; 

But I did fee him do gallant feruice. 

Goner , how do you call him ? 

Flew, his name is ancient PiffoH. 

Goner. I know him not. 



Enter Ancient PtffoR. 

Flew. Do you not know him .here comes the man, 
p<f?.Captaine,I thee befeech to do me afauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Flew. I,and I praife God I haue merited fome loue at hi* 
hands. 

Piff.'Bardolfe a fouldier,one of buxfome valour. 

Hath by furious face, and giddy Fortunes fickle wheele. 
That God’s blinde that Bands vpon the rowiing reftlcflc 
ftone. 



Flew . By your patience Ancient PiffoH, 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde. 

With a mufler before her eyes. 

To fignifie to you, that Fortune is plinde: 

And (he is moreouer painted with a wheele. 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant,and variation, and mutabilities • 
And her fate is fixed at 8 fphcricall ftone. 

Which rolles, and rblles,and fifties ; 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defeription of For- 



tune. , ^ 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. ! “' J •’ v ^ 1 ; ; - 
/’{/?. Fortune is Bardolfes foCjand frownes on him, 
Forhchathftohicapacks.aAdhangdraufibebe; 

A damned death,Ict gallowes gape for dogs. 

Let 
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Let.man go free, and let not death his windpipe flop. 

, At Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 

For packs of petty price; 

Therefore go ipeake, the Duke will heare thy voice. 

And let not’Bardolfes vitall thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord,and vile approach. 

Speake Capraine for his life,and 1 will thee requite. 
Flew.C aptaine P iff oil, l partly vnderftand your meaning, 
Piff. Why then reioycc therefore. 

Flew . Certainly Ancient Piff oil, 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at. 

For if he were my owne brother, I would with theDukc- 
To do his pleafure.and put him to executions ; 

For looke you,difciplines ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. 

Ptff. Die and be damned,and a fig for thy friendfhip. 
Flew.Thn is good. 

Pifi . The figge of Spaine within thy law. 

F/<w.Thar is very well. 

Piff. I fay the fig within thy bowels ti thy durty maw. 

Exit PiffsK. 

Flew. Captaine Gower , cannot you hearc it lighten and 
thunder ? 

Gower . Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

J remember him now, he is a bawd,a cut-purfc. 

Flew.By Iefus he is vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 
As you (hall defire to fee in a foramers day ; 

But tis all one,what he hath fed to me, 

Looke you/is all one. 

Gower . Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars oncly to grace himfelfc 
At his returne to London : 

And fuch fellowes as Ke, 

Are perfect in great C ommanders names. 

They will learne by rote where feruices were done, 

At fuch and fuch a'lconce,at fuch a breach, 

D At 
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At fuch a conuoy, who came off braueIy,who was lhot 
Who difgracedjWhat termcs the enemy flood on. 

And this they conperfe&ly inphrafe of wane 
Which they tricke vp with new tun’d oathes,* 

And what a beard of the Generals cut, 

Anda horridfliout ofcheCampe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewafltt wits 
Is wondertull to be thought on •. but you muft learne 
To know fuch Ganders of this age. 

Or elfe you may meruelloufly be miflooke. ’ 
F/etp.Gortaine Captaine GWfr,icis-not the man, 

Looke you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time ihall ferue, I fhall tell him alittlc 
Of my defires .• heere comes his Maiefly. 

£ nt er King, Clarence } Cj loft er, and others . 

King. How now Flnvellen , come you from the bridge > 
Flerv.l and it fhall pleafe your Maiefly, 

There is excellent fcruice at the bridge. 

King . What men haue you loft Flemllen ? 

Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefly, 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath beene great. 

Very reafonably great,but for our owne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft ncuer a man,vnle(Te it be one 
For robbing of a Church,one "Bardolfe, if your Maiefly 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs, 

? And pumples,and hisbreathblowes at hisnofe 
Like a coale, fometimes rcd,fometimes plew ; 

But God be praifed,now his nofe is executed. 

And his fire out. . • • 

King . We would haue all offenders fo cut off, 

And here we gi’ue exprefle cottunandement, 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfull language ; 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdomc, 
Thegentleftgatnefteris cbefooncr wihnctv 
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Enter the French Herattld, 

Herald . You know me by my habite. 

King.VlcW ihcn,we know thee. 

What fhould wc know of thee ? 

Her My Matters minde. King.V nfold it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantage is abetter fouldier then rafhnefle : 

Although we did feeme dead, we did but flumber. 

Now we fpeakc vpon our kue,& our yoyce is imperial!, 
England fit all repent her folly,fee her rafhnefTe, 

And admire our fufferance.VVhich to ranfome. 

His pettinefTe would bow Ynder : 

For the effiifion of our blood, his army is too weake ; 

For the difgrace we haue borne.himfelfe kneeling 
At our feete,a weake and worthleffc fatisfadiion. 

To this.adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Matter. 

King.V Vhat is thy name ? we know thy quality. 
Herald. Montioy. 

King . Thou doft thy office fairejeturne thcebackc, 
And tell thy King, I do not feckc him now; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callis ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers are with fickneffc much enfeebled. 

My Army lcflened,and thofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French : 

VVhowheh they were in heart, I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon onepaire of Englifh legs, 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

Yet God forgiue me,thatl do brag thus; 

Youraire of France hath blowne this'yiceirimc, 

I muft repent,go tell thy Matter here I am, . 

My ranfome is this fraile and woftlileffe body. 

My Army buta weake and fickly guard. 

-• D a Yet 
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Yet God before,wewili corhe on,- 1 ' 

If France and fuch another neighbor flood in our way 5 
If we may piaffe, we will ; if we be hindered, y 

We Trial your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So Montioy get you gone, there’s foryourpaiqes : 

The fum of all our anfwere is but this, 

We would hot feeke a battle as we are; 

Nor as we are,we fay we Will not (hun it. 

Herald. 1 fhall deliuer To .• thanks to your Maiefly, 
Glefi . My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs 
now, 

IVe arc in Gods hand brother, not in theirs ; 

Tonight wc will encampe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit. 



Enter Burbon t C on ft able fir leance^andGeben. 

Con.E ut,I haue the befl armour in the world, 

Orleance. You haue an excellent armbiir. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

Bar. Nov/ you talke of a horfe, 

I haue a fleed like the Palfrey of the funne. 

Nothing but phre aire and fife. 

And hath none of this dull dement ofearth Within him, . 
Orleance. is of the cold'tir of the Nutmeg, 

Bur. And of the heate of the Ginger. 

Turne all the fands into elobuent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : ‘ 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my hotfc, ' 

And began thi] S , Wonder of nature. 

C<>n.\ havie heard a Sonnet begin fo, h. ■ ' j. 

In the praife of ones Miftreffer 
».«. \atu„ js j L-i- 
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Cc».Ma foy the other day,me-thought 

Your Miftreffc fbboke^du fhrewdiy. 
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•£#r.I,beatingme.I tell thee Lord Conftable, 

My Miftreffe weares her owne haire. 

ConX could make as good a boafl of that. 

If I had a Sow to my Miflreffe. 

Bur .Tut, thou wilt make vfe of any thing. 

Cw.Yet I do not vfe my horfe for my MiflrdTe, 

Bur. Will it neuer be morning ? 

lie ride too morrow a mile. 

And my way fhall be paued with enghliv iaecs. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For fcare I be ouc-faccd of my way . 

'Bar. Well, vie go arme my felfe ; hay, Ext. 

Cebon . The Duke of Bmbon longs for morning, 
Orleance. I,he longs to cate thcEnglifh. 

Con. I thinke hee’l eate allhckils. 

Orlean . O peace, ill will neuer faid well , 

Con . He cap that Prouerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendfhip. 

Orle.O fit , I can anfwer that. 

With giue the Diuell his dye. 

Cow.Haue at the eye of that Prouerbe, 

With a ioggeoftheDiueli. 

Orle. Well, the Duke of Burben is Amply 
The mod a&iuc G entleman of France. 

£on . Doing his a£tiuity,and hce 1 ftill be doing# * 
Or&.He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 

Qon . No I warrant y ou^or neuer will. 

Orle . I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

ConX was told fo by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

Orle. Whofethat? 

CW.Why he told me fo himfelfe. 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Orle. Well, who will go with me to hazard. 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

Con . You muft go to hazard your felfe, 
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Before you haue them. 

Enter a MeJJenger. 

Mef.My Lords,the Englifih lie within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent, 

C<?».VVho hath meafured the ground ? 
jHejf.’Thc Lord CJranpeere. 

Con. A valiant man,an expert Gentleman. 

Come, come away. 

The Sun is hic,and we wcare out the day. Exit omnes. 

Enter the King difgHifedjo him Tittoll. 

Pifi.Ke vela? 

King. A friend. 

Ptfi. Difcus vnto me.art thou a gentleman? 

Or art thou common,bafe, and popeler ? 

KingNo fir,I am aGentleman of a Company. 
TV/P.Trailes thou the puiffant Pike ? 

JG»£.Euen fo fir.VVhat areyou? 

Pitt. As good a gentleman ^s the Emperor. 

King. O then thou art better then the King. 

Tifi. The Kings a bago.and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life, an impe of fame. 

Of parents good, of fift mod valiant : 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I louc the louely bully. What is thy name ? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

Pip, he "Rgy, a Cornifh man j 
Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 

AV»£.No fir,I am a Welchman. 

Pitt. A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewellen i 
King. I fir,he is my kinfman. 

Pifi.htt thou his friend ? 

King. I fir. 

Pifi. Figa for thee then ; my name is Pifiell. 

King. It forts well with your fierccneffc. ^ ^ 
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\ ' pp, fpell is my name. Exit PittoH. 

Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

(Jtftm'.Captaine Flewellen . 

Flew. In the name of Iefu fpeakc lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell.when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant you,ifyou looke into the wars of the Romanes , 
You fhal] finde no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there. 
But you flrall finde the cares,and the fearcs. 

And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 

(yW.Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
Flew. Godcs follud.ifthe enemy be an affe & a foole, 

A nd a prating cocks-combe,is it meet that we be alfo 
Afoole, and a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confidence now ? 

Gower. We fipeake lower. 

Flew.I befieech you do, good Captaine Cower. 

Exit Gower and Flewellen. 
King. Though it appeare a little out of fafhion, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Souldiers, 
i .So#/.Is not that the morning yonder ? 
a. Soul. I.we fee the beginning, 

God knowes whether we fhall fee the end or no. 

3,5W.Wcll,I think e the King could wifh himfelfe 
Vp to theneckc in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were,at alladuentures,and I with him. 
King. Now matters good morrow, what chearef 
3 ,&>«/.Ifaith fimall cheerc fiome of vs is like to haue. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King. Why fearc nothing man, the king is frolike, 
z.Sonl.l he may be,forhe hath no caufie as we. 

King. Nay fay not fio,he is a man as we arc. 

The Violet fimels to him as vnto vs ; 

Therefore if he fee reafo.ns,hc fcares as we do, 

2. Soul, 
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2 .Soul. But the King hatha heauy reckoning to raaSe i 
If his caufe be not good ; when all thofe foules * 

Whofe bodies (hall be flaughtered here. 

Shall ioyne together at the tatter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place.Some fwcariog 5 
Some their wines rawly left; 

Some leauing their children poore bchindc them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruar.C 
As Fadtor into another Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry. 

You may fay thebufinefleof the Mailer 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune.. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any Icud a£lion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the matter is not to anfwer for his feruant, 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubic&s ; 

For they purpofe not their deaths, : / ■ 

When they craue their fcruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them .• 

Others the broken feale of Forgery ,in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-ftrip the law, 

Yetthey cannot efcapeGods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle.War is Gods vengeance ; 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery.mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore I would haue euery fouldier examine himfelfe, 
And wafh euery moth out of his confcience. 

That in fo doing, hemay be the readier for death ; 

Or not dying, why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3..SW.Ifaith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne head. 
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I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luttily for him. 

JCwjr.WelljI heard the king wold not be ranfomd, 
i.Sottl . I he faidfo,to make vs fight ; 

But when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd. 

And we neuer the wifer. 

King.tf I liue to fee that, ile neuer truft his word a gain e, 
a.SW.Maffe you’I pay him then, 

Tis a great difpleafure that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Or a fubiedfc againft a Monarch. 

you’I neretake his word againe,you are a nafle.goe. 

King.Yout reproofe is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were it not at this time I could be angry. 

2.S«#/.Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt* 

KingM ow {hail I know thee ? 

2. Soul.Hctes my gloue,which ifeuer I fee in thy hatj 
lie challenge thee, and ftrike thee. 

King. Here is likewife another of mine. 

And affure thee ile weate it. 

2,S0#/.Thou dar'ft as well be hangd. 
l.Soul. Be friends you fooles. 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englilh broyles. 

King.Tis no treafon to cut French Crownes, 

For to morrow the King himfelfe will be a clipper. 

Exit the foptldiers . 

inter to the King , G tocefter fpinghatttf 
And Attendants* 

King.O God of battels fteele my fouldiers harts. 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appale their courage. 
Onottooday,nottoodayOGod, 

B Thinke 
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Thinke on the fault my father made. 

In compafling the Crovvne. 

I K^cbards b^dy haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite teares. 

Then from it iffued forced drops ofblood j 
A hundred men haue I in yearely pay, • 

Which ciiery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heauen,to pardon blood. 

And I haue built two Chanceries,more will I do s 
Though all that I can do is all too little. 

Enter (jlojter. 

Clo. My Lord. 

KingMy brother Glofters voice. 

G/e.My Lord, the army ftayes vpon your prefence. 

Kin . Stay Glofter flay , and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends,and all things ftayes forme. 

Enter Clarence ff loft er, Exeter & Salisbury «■ 

W'ar. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 

£ar.There’s fiue to one, and yet they arc all frefh. 

War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 

&«/.The oddes is all too great. Farwellkinde Lords : 
Braue Clarence^nd my Lord of Glofter, 

My Lord of Warwicke,and to all farewell. 

Cla, Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true iparkes of honor. 

Enter King . 

War. O would we bad but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant.that doth not worke in England. 

Kw.Whofethat, that wifhes fo,my coufen Warwick ? 
Gods will I would not loofc the honour 
One man would fhare from me, 

Not for my kingdoms. 

No 
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No faith my Cofen, wifh not one man more. 

Rather proclaime it prefently through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this feaft 
Let him depart,his pafport fhall bee drawne, 

And crowncs for conuoy put into his purfc. 

We would not dye in that mans company, 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs. 

This day is called the day ofCrifpin.n 
He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age. 

Shall ftand a tipto when this day is named, 

AndrowfehimatthenameofCrifpin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home. 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends, 

And fay, to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then fhall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Marry the King, 

Bedford 2nd Sxeter, Clarence ^nd Glofter , 

Warwicke^nd Torke y 

Familiarin their mouths as houfhold wordes. 

This ftory fhall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it fhall be remembred. 

We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that fheds his blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nere fobafe 
This day fhall gentle his condition. 

Then fhal he ftrip his fleeues,& fliew his fears. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinkc themfelues accurft. 

They were not there,when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vponS.Crifpincs day. 

gio.lAy gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready ifour mindcs be fo. 
War.Vcnfh the man whofc minde is backward now* 

E a 
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^*Coaf d ? ft not wi<h more he,pc from En S Ia ‘H 

War. Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone 
Without more helpc.might fight this battell out, * 

Why well faid.That doth plcafe me better. 

Then to wifr me one«You know your charge 
God be with you all. # 

\ 

Enter the Her Auld from the French. 

Her. Once, more I come to know of thee king Hem 
What thou wilt 'giue for ranfome £ ° 

King.Who hath fent thee now ? 

Her. The Conftable of France. 

Kmg . I prethee beare my former anfwer backe. 

Bid them atchieue me,and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why frouldtheymocke good fdlowes thus } 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liued,was kild with hunting him. 

And many ofour bodies frail no doubt 
Findegraues within your Realme of France .« 

Though buried in your dungbils,we frail be famed s 
For there the Sunne frail greete them. 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to heauen. 

Leaning their earthly parts to choake your clime 5 
The fmell whereof, frail breed a plague in France 5 
Marke then abundant valour in our Englifr, 

That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes foorth into a fecond courfe of mifchiefc. 

Killing in relaps of mortality 
Let me fpeake proudly. 

There’s not a peece of feather in our Campe, 

Good argument 1 hope we frail not flyc. 

And time hath worne vs intofloucndry. 

But by the maffe,our hearts are in the trim. 

And my poore fouldiers tell me, yet ere night 

They 1 * 
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Theyl be in frefrcr robes,or they will plucke 
The gay new deaths ore your French {q uldiers cares, 

And turne them out of feruice.lfthey do this, 

As if it plcafe God they frail. 

Then frail our ranfome foone be leuied ; 

Saue thou thy labour Herauld, 

Come thou no more for ranfome, gentle Herauld* 

They frail hauenought I fweare.but thefe my bones ? 
Which if they haue.as I willleaue vm them. 

Will y eeld them little,tell the Conftable. 

Her . I frail deliuer fo. 

Exit Herald* 

Yorke . My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue 
The leading of the vaward. 

King. TAc it braue Yorke. 

Come fouldiers let’s away. 

And as thou plcafeft God.difpofe the day. Exit • 

Enter the foure French herds. 



Cjehon.O diabello. 

Con. Mordu mavie. 

Orle.O what a day is this J 

Bnr.O lour dei houte all is gone,all is loft. 

Con. We are enow yet lining in the field, , 

To fmother vp the Englifr, 

if any order might be thought vpon. 

’Bnr.h plague of order,once more to the field. 

And he that will not follow Bttrhon now. 

Let him go home, and with his cap in hand. 

Like a bafe leno hold the chamber doore, 

VVhy leaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog, 
Hisfaireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Cw.Diforder that hath fpoild vs, right vs now, 
Come we in heapes,wee’l offer vp our Hues 
Vnto tbefe Englifli,or elle die with fame, ^ 
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Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor,our fhame doth laft too long. 

Exit ormtt 



Enter Piftolljhf French man^nd the bey. 




Pifi. Eyld cur,eyld cur. 

French. O Monfieur.ie you en pree aues petie de nioy. 

Prtf.Moy (hall not ferue,I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

2ty.Comant ettes v ous apelles ? 

Frew.MonficurFer. 

Boy. He fayes his name is matter Fer. 

Fiji . He Fer him, and ferit him,and ferke him, 

Boy difeuffe the fame in French. 

2ty.Sir I do not know whats French forFer,fcritc,and 
fearke. 

t PiJl. Bid himprepare/orlwill cutHisthfoat. 

2tyFeate,vou preat,ill voulles cbuplc Yotre gorge. 

F</?.Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnlefle thougiue tome egregious ranfome, dye. 

One point of a fox. 

Fren. Qui ditill monfieur, 

111 ditye fi you ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome.ill voutueres. 

Fren. O ie vous en pri petit gcntelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mercic 
A moy, ey iee donerees pour raon ranfome' 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuy cs vngentelhome de France. 

Pifi . What fayes he boy ? 

'Boy. Marry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for his ranfome i 
He will giue you /oo.Crownes. 

Ptfl. My fury (hall abate. 

And I the Crownes will<tke,1 

And as I fucke blood, Lwill fome mercic /hew. 

Folow 
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f oilov/ me cur. 

Exit ernes 

Enter the Kingjhis Nobles } andPifioll. 

King . What the French retire t 
Yet als not donc,the French keepes ftill the field. 

£ *.The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
jKVw.Liueshe good vnkle,twiccl faw hiandownc. 
Twice vp againe: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array ,braue fouldier doth he lye. 
Larding the plaincs,and by his bloody fide, 

Y oake-fellow to his honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed,and Vorke all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept, 

And takes him by the beard, kiffes the gafhes 
That bloudily did yawnc vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry decre coufin Suffolke : 

My foule /hall thine keepe company in heauen ? 

Tarry decre foule awhile, then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughten field, ' 

We kept togither in our Chiualry: 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp, 

He tookeme by the hand,faide deere my Lorde> 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw bis wounded arme,and fo cfpoufd to death 
With blood hefealed. An argument! 

Of neuer-ending loue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from me, which I would hauc ftopte. 
But I had not fo much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 



And gaue me vp to teares v . 

Kin. I blame you not: for hdfting you, 
I muft conuert to teares. 
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Alarum founds. 
What new alarum is this ? 

Bid euery fouldicr kill his prifoncr. 
P*j?.Couple gorge. 



Sxitomm, 



Enter FlewtHen, and faptaine Qovrer, 

FleveXj odes plud kill the boyes and the Iugyge, 
Tis the arrants pcece of knauery as can be defired 
In the worell now,in your confcience now. 

Gower. T\s certaine,thcre’s not aboy left aliue. 
And the cowardly rafeals that ran from the batteli, 
Themfelues haue done this (laughter ; 

Befide,they haue carried away and burnt 
A 11 that was in the Kings T ent : 

Whereupon the king caufed- euery prifoners 
Throat to be cut.Oh he is a worthy King. 

F/<w.I,hc was borne at Monmouth ; 

Captaine Gower.what call you the place where 
tAlexdndcr the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

Flew.VV hy I pray, is not big great £ 

As if I fay,big,orgreat,or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all one reckoning, 

Sauc the phrafe is a little varation. 

Gower . I thinke « Alexander the great 
VVas borne at Macedon , 

His father was called Philip of L Macedon , 

As I take it. 

Flew. I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine Cjower^ 

And if you looke into the Maps of the worell well , 
You (hall finde little difference betweene 
Uifacedon and Monmorth.Lookt you, there is 
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■n Mace den, and there is alloaRiuer 
Monmorth, the Riucrs name at Monmorth 
|s called Wye. 

But tis out of my braine what is the name of the other; 
But tis all one,tis folike, as my fingers is to fingers. 

And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you Captaine G«w,and you marke it. 

You (hall finde our King is come after Alexander, 

God knowes,and you know,that Alexander in his 
Bowles,and his Ales, and his wrath,& his difpleafures 
And indignations,was kill his friend Clittu. 

Gow. 1 but our King is not like him in that. 

For he neuer kild any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the talc out 
Of a mans mouth.ere it is made an end and finilhed; 

I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clittu : fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is turtle away the fat Knice 
With the great belly doublet.* 

I. am forget his name. 

Gower. S'w Iohn Falftaffe. 

Flew.], I thinke it is Sit Iohn Falftaffe indeed, 

I can tell you,there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 

Enter the King and his Lords. i 
King. I was not angry fince I came in France, 
Vntillthishoure. 

Take'a Trumpet Herauld, 

And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hiH ; 

If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 

Or leaue the field,they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them skyr away, as faft 

As ftones enforc’d from the old Affyrian flings. 

BcfideSjWcel cut thethroats ofthofe we haue. 

And not one aliue (hall tafte our mercy. 

p Enter 




T he Chronicle HiSfory 

Snter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
That we hatte fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Her. I come great King for charitable fauour, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

We may haue leauc to bury all our dead. 

Which in the fielde lye fpoiled and troden on* 

Kin . I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no ; 

Foryet a many ofyour French do kcepe the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Km. Praifcd be God therefore-; 

What Caftlc call you that ? 

Her. We call it Agincourt. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, 

Fought on the day of Crifpin,Crifp\anus. 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memoryj 
If your Grace be remembred. 

Is do good feruice in France-. 

King. Tis true Flewellen . 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes yery trues 
And it pleafe your Maiefly, 

The Wclfhmen there was do good feruice. 

In a Garden where Leckes did grow. 

And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcorne. 

To weare a Leekcinyour cap vpqn.S.Dauies day. 
.K7tfg.No Flewellcn, for I am Welfti as well as you. 

Flew . All the water in Wye will not vsafh your welch 
Blood out of you-. God keepe it, and preferuc it, 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King. Thankes good Countrey-man. 

Flew.&y Iefu I am your Maiefties Countryman; (man, 
I care not who kno it,fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 
King. God keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him, 

And bring vs the number of the fcattcrcd French, 

Exit Heralds 

Call, 



of Henry the fift. 

Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew. You fellow, come to the King. 

A/».Fellow,why doft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 

Soul. And pleafe your maiefty, tis a rafcalles that fwag- 
gard with me the other day ; and he hath one of mine, the 
which if euerl lee, I hauefworneto ftrikehim tfohath he 
the like to mee. 

Xw.How thinke.you Flewellen,is it lawfull to keep hi* 
Oath ? 

F/.And it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur'd once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue, a* 
treads vpon too blacke fhooes. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And ifhe be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 
Be!z.cbub,and the diuell himfclfe, 

Tis meete he keepe his vow. 

King.WcW firrha keepe your word , 

Voder what Captaine ferueft thou ? 

Soul. Voder Captaine Cower. 

Flew. Captaine Cower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the wan es. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captaine Flewellen,when Alan fen and I 
Were dbWne together, I tookc this gloue from s helmet, 
Hcere Flewellen weare it. 

If any challenge it,he is a friend o f HlonfonSy 
And an enemy to me. 

Flew . Your Maiefty doth me as great a fauour, 

As can ( be defired in the hearts of his fubie£ts. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it pleafe God ofhis grace I would but ice him, 

That is all.) 

King.Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Cower ? 

Flew. Captaine Gower is my friend 

F a And 







The chrmtle Wtffory 

And if it like your maiefty, I know him very well, • 
KingjGo call him hither, 
flew. I will and it (hall pleafe your maiefty, 
fciw.FollbW Fleweden clofely at the heeles, 

■fhe gloilfe he weares,it was the foldiers.* 

It may be there Will be harme betweene them. 

Fori do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being toucht,as hot as Gun-powder .* 

And quickly will rcturne an iniury. 

Go -fee there be no harme betweene them. 

Enter fopt nine Gower, Fleweden, and the 

Soldier. 

Fiery. Captaiine Gower, in the name of Iefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare, you fir. 

Do you know this glouc ? 

Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

.Sew/. Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

He fir ikes him. 

Flew. Gods plut, and his Captaine Gower ftand ayvay, 
lie giuc treafon his due prefently. 

Enter the King, ITarwicke , Clarence 
and Exeter « 

King.Hovi now? Whats the matter ?•' 

Flew. And it (hall pleafe your maiefty, 

F eerc is the notableft peecc of treafon come to light 
As y ou (hall defire to fee tn a fommcrs day. 

H eere is a rafcall, beggerly rafcall is ftrike the gloue. 
Which your maiefty in perfon - 
Tooke out of the Helmet of Alanfon % 

And your maiefty will bears me witnefle? , 
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ojHemythejift. 

And teftimonies, and auouchments, 

That this is the glouc. . 

Sottl. And it pleafe your maiefty, 

Thacwas my globe. 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 

Promifed roe to weare it in i his I hat : 
j promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

1 met that Gentleman with my g oue m shat, 

ind 1 thinkc I haue bene as good as my wordc. 

Flew. Your Maiefty hearts, 

Vnder your Maieftyes man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, thisiis the fellow of it. 

It was 1 indeedeyou promifed to ftrike. 

And thouhaft giuenmemoft bitter words. 
How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it. 

If there be any marfhals law in the woreli. 
Soul. My Liege, 

j^ll offences come from the heart % 

Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common mam 
Wi tneffethe night, your garments. 

Your lowlincffe ; and whatfoeuer 
You leeeiued vnder that habite, 

Ibefeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your ownc fault, and not to mine, 
Foryour felfe came not like your felfe : 

Had you beene as you feemed then to nice, 

1 had made no offence, my gracious Lord, 
Therefore I befeech your grace to pardon me. 

Kin. Vnckle,fill the gloue with Ceownes, 
And giuc it to the fouldier. 

Weare it fellow, 

F 3 
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i uc u womcicmstery 

As an honour in thy cap,till I do challenge it. 

Giue him the Crownes. Come C.ptaine f Awrffr 
I rnuft needs haueyou friends# 9 

b jjyT By IefUS> Ch ' ftll °"' ),lth ««gh in hh 

Harke you fouldier. There is a filling for you 
And keepeyour felfe out of brawles 7 * 

And prabbles, and dififentions, * 

And looke you, it Ihall be the better for you. 

Soul. Ile.none ofyour money fir,not I. 

Flew. Why tis a good filling man.* 

Why fhouid you be queamifti ? 

Your ftiooes are not fo good. 

It will ferue you to mend your ftiooes. 

Kin. What men of fort arc taken vncklcl? 

Ext. Charles Duke ofOrleancc,Ncphew to the King 
John Duke of Burbon, and Lord BwchauaK 
Ofother Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
tull nftcene hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fieldc lyes flaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banners in the fieide, 

Charles dele Brute, high Conftanble of France* 

Iaqttes of Chatittian , Admirall of France, 

The mafter of the CroCTc-bowes, /*/.?« Duke Alonfon 
Lord Rambieres, high Mafter of France. 

The braue fir qwigzuird, Dolphin. OfNobelle Charillat 
Gran Trie and Rojfe, Fawconbridge and Fog, | 

Gerard and V trton, p^ndemant and Leftra. 

King.Hce res was a royall fellowlhip of death, . 

Where is the number of our Englilh dead f 

Exe. Edward the Duke of Yorke,thc Earle ofSuffolkc 
Sir Richard Ketljf, Davy (jam Efquire, 

Aud of all the other,but fiueand twenty. 

King. O God, thy arme was heere. 

And vnto thee alone a afcribe wc praife : 

When 



<tf Henry the Jift, 

When without ftmagemc, 

And euen in Ihocke of battell.was euer heard 
So great and little loflc, on one part and another? 

Take it OGod.forit is onely thine. 

Ere. Tis wonderfull. 

Kin. Come.let vs go on proceffion through the campr- 
Let it be death proclaim’d to any man 
To boaft heereof, or tak</the praife from God, 

Which is his due. 

Flew. Isitlawfull.and itplcafcyour Maicfly, 

To tell how many is kild ? 

KVw.Yes FIcwellen, 

But with this acknowledgement* 

That God fought for vs. 

Flew. Yes in my confidence, he did vs great good. 

kin. Let there be fungNououes and Tc Dcum, 

The dead with charity enter’d in clay.- 
Wecl then to fol ice ,zr.d to England then. 

Where nere From France, arriu’d more happier men. • 

Exit omnes. 

Enter Gower and FleweRetu 

Gower. But why do you weareyout Lceke to day j* 
Saint Dau'tes is paft { 

Flew. There is occafion Captaine Gower, 

Looke you why, and wherefore s 
The other day looke you, Piflblles ' 

Which you know is a man of no merites 

In the worell,is come where I was the other day, 

And brings bread and fait, and biddes mee 
Eatemy Leeke.- twasinaplace, looke yon, 

Where I could mooue no difientions, 

But ifl can fee him, I (hall tell him 
A little of my defires. 

Gow. Heere he comes fwcliing like a Turky-cocke. 

Enter 










i w c, nr ornate m story 
Enter Piftoll, 

Flewellen. Tis no matter for his fweMing,and bis turki- 
cockes* 

God plefleyon Ancient Piftoll, you fcall, 

Bcggerly, lowfy knaue,God pk&you. 

Fiji. Ha, art thou Bedlem ? 

Doft thou thurft bafe Troyan, 

To haue me folde vp P areas fatall web ? 

Hence, I am qualmifti at the fmcll of Lecke. 

Flew. Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes,and your appetites, 

And yourdigeftions, to eatc this Leeke. 

Pijl. Not for fadwallader and all his Goats* 
flew. There is one Goate for you, ancient Piftol. 

Heftr ikes him. 

Pifi. Bafe Troyan, thou (halt dye.] 

F lew e Ken. I, I know I ftrall dye : 

But in the meane time,I would defire you 
To liue and eatc this Leeke. 

Cower . Enough Captainc, 

You haue aftoniftit him, it is enough.' 

Flewel. Aftonifht him. 

By Iefu, lie beate his head foure dayes 
And foure nights too, but lie make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

Pift. Well muft 1 bite? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities. 
You muft bite. 



He makes Ancient Piftoll kite oft the Leeke. 
Piftol. Good, good, ( 



Flewel. 










Anavuyv. be with you 

Ancient Piftoll, L you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mocke at them,that is all j God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 

Tift. AH hell fhali ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me now ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 
The warres affoordeth nought, home will I trug, 

Baud will 1 turne,and vfe the flight of hand ; 

To England will I fteale, 

And there lie fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto thefe fcarres. 

And fwcare I gat them in the Gallia warres. I 

Exit PiJioK 

Enter at one doort , the]King of England and hie 

'Lords. 

And at the other doort, the King of France, Qsteene 
Katherine , the Duke ofJSstrbon, 

and others, 

G Bar, 
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Soar 

‘Duke. Wit, 

Let it not difplcafe you, . 

What rub or barrc hath thus far,. ' 

T o keepe you from the gentle fpeech of peace ? 

Hat . If Duke of 'Bnrgmdy you would haue peace. 
You muft buy that peace, r * 

According as wehaue drawne our Articles. 

Fra». W e hauc but with a curforary eye 
Ore- view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace, 

To let fome ofyour Counfcll fit with vs. 

We (ball rcturne our peremptory anfwer, 

Har. Go Lords, and fit with them,. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 

yet leaue our coufen Katherine hcere behind. 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lor fei 

Manet, kjng Henry, Katherine, and the 

Gentlewoman. 

- « 

Hay, Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 

If I could winne thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Into my faddle. 

Without bragge be it fpokcn, 

Idc make compare with any.-. 






Brie 




cfUentythefift. 

Butleauing that Kate, 

If thou takefi me now. 

Thou (halt haue me at the worn. 

And in wearing thou fhalt haue me better and better, 
Thou {halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinke, that thou and 1,1 
Betweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that fliall go to Conftantinople, 

And take the great Turkc by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it poflible dat me fall 
Loued -nemy de France. 

- Harry. No Kate, 

It is vnpoflible you flhould Ioue the enemy of France .• 
For Kate I loue France fo well. 

That 11c not leaue a village, 
lie haue it all mine 1 . Then Kate,{ 

When France is mine. 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry.Ko Kate, 

Why lie tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married husband. 

Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede. 

Quan France 8c mon, 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry . Douck France ettes a vous. 

Kate. Den Frauce fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate.hn& you will be to me. 

Her, Wilt beleeuc me Kate ? Tis eafier forme 










To conquer the kingdoroe, J 

Tnen to lpcake To much more French. 

Kate. A your Maiefly 
Has falfe France enough, to deceiue 
De belt Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 

Kate. I cannot tell. 

HeSffiS ,C “ ofa ”rJ’ <, “ r N'igtiboiirs „|, 

Come Kate, I know you loue me. 

And foone when you are m your CloflTet 
Youlc queftionthis Lady of me • * 

That Ifhall dyeKate, is fure: 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxefmall, 
Acurldpateprooue bald; 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 

And rather the Sun and not the Moonc : 

And therefore Kate take me. 

Take a fouldier, take a fouldicr. 

Take a king : 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mee? 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him, 

Nay it lhall pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ile kifle thee, 

faitc <iudI ' choffe 

c* nc poynt vocrecfachion en fauor. 



Harry 



of Henry the fift. 

Harry. What fayes flic Lady ? 
lady. Dat it is not de fafion in France 
For de maides.befor da be married to 
May foy ic oblye,what is to baflic ? 

Har. To kifle, to kifle. * 

© that tis not the falbion in France 

For the maids to kifle before they are married. 

Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, wcel brcakc that cuftome. 

Therefore Kate patience perforce andyeelde. 

Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
Inyourkifles; 

And may perfwade with me more 
Then all the French CouncclL 
Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France ,and the 

hordes. 

How now my Lords ? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that we in fedulehad. 

€xe. Oncly he hath not fubferibed this, 

Where your Maiefly demands,' 

That the King of France hauing any occafion 
To vwitefor matter of grant. 

Shall name your Highnefie in this forme; 

And with this addition in French, 

Ho fire trejher fil-c, Henry Koy d' Angleterre, 

E hearede France. And thus in Latinc : 

TreclariJfimus filtut nofler Henrictts I\ex Anglia, 

Et heres Francia. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon, 

But you fairc brother may intre at the fame. 

G 3 Harry 






The C brent: Ht^sry 

UAYrj. Why then let this among the reft 
Haue bis full courfe : And withall, 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage* 

Fran. This and what elfe 
your Maiefty ftiall craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much ioy* 
Har. Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue me thy hand j 

Our matriage will weprefent folemnize. 

And end our hatred by a bond ofloue. 

Then will I fweare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once madc,vnbrokers be. 
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HENKT the VI b orne at'^finlfor king of the age of eijfbt Jdmthcs . 
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The firft pare of the Conten- 

//(?« o/"^ Famous Hottfes of Yoife 

and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Duke Hamfrey. 

enter At one door e, King Henry the pxt, and Humfrey Duke of Cloce - 
fier , the Duke ofSomerfet , f 6* £>«% «/ Buckingham, Cardinall 
Bedford, and others. 



Enter at the other doore , the Duke < 

jW^r, *#d i2«w# Margaret, and the Earle of Salubury andlPar- 

wicke. 

Suffolk?. 

_ ‘Sby your high Imperiall Maiefties command, 

I bad in charge at my depart for France, 
^^|1 .Aj Procurator for your Excellence, 

p To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 

?So in the ancient famous Citty Towers, 

In prefenceof the Kings of France and Cyfftle , 

The Dukes of Orleanee , Calabar, Hritaine , and jllonfon. 

Seuen Earles, twelue Barons, and twenty reucrend Bylhops, 

I did performe my taske, and was efpoufd. 

And now, mod humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and her royallpeeres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Qucenc 
Vntoyour gracious Excellence, that are the fubftance 
Of that great Ihadow I did reprefent : 



The hap'pieft gift that euer M arqueffe gaue, 
Thefaireft Qnecne that euer King pofleft. 



The 
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Tfo contention 0ft be two famous Houfes 

King . S nff 0 Ike arife. 

Welcome Qveene Margaret to EnglifhHenries Court, 

The greatett ihew ofkindnefleyet we can beftow. 

Is this kinde kifie : O gracious God of hcaueri. 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulnefle. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft beftowd 
A world of plcafures to my perplexed fbule. 

Queene, Th’excelfiue loue I beare vnto your GraGe, 

Forbids me to be Iauifh of my tongue, 

Leaft I ftiould fpeake more then befeemes a woman : 

Let this fuffice, my blifle is in your liking, v 

And nothing can make poore Margaret miferable, 

Vnlefle the frowne of mighty Englands king. 

King. Her lookes did wound,buc now her fpeech doth pierce 
Loucly Queene Margaret fit doWne byrny fide ; 

And Vnkle Glofter.and you LorldlyPeeres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queene. 

All. Long Hue Queene Margaret, Englands happinefle. 
Quyene. VVe thank e you all. Sound trumpets 

Suffolk?. My Lord Prote&or, fo it pleafe your Grace,. 

Heere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soueraigne and the French king Charles, 

Till terme of eightecne months be full expir’d. 

Hum. Inprimuflt is agreed betweene the French king Charles 
and William de la Pole Marquefle of Suffolk?, Erobaflador for 
Henry king of England, that the fade Henry ftial wed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret , daughter to RaynardKing of Naples, Cyf els, 
and / erufalem , and crowne her Queene of England, ere thethir- 
ty day of the next month. 

Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dutchefle 
of Anioy and of Maine, (hall be releafed and deliuered ouer to 
the King her fa* — - 

Duke Humfrey lets it fall. 

King. How now vncklc, whats the matter that you ftay fo fo*> 
dainly. 

Hum. Pardon ray Lord, a fodaine qualme came ore my heart, 
which dimmes mine eyes that I can reade.no more. 

My 



of Tor he and lane alter. 

My Lord of Yorke, I pray do you reade on. 

York?. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Duc- 
chelfe of Anioy and of May ne, fhall bee releafed and deliuered o- 
uer to the King her father, and fhc fent ouer of the king ofEng- 
lands owne proper coft and charges,without dowry.. 

King. They pleafe vs well, Lora Marquefle kneeledownc : we 
heere create thee firft Duke of Suffolke, and girt thee with the 
fword. Cofin ofYorke, wee heere difeharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of France, till terme of i8.months be 
full cxpirdc. 

Thankcs Tnckle Wincbefier, G lofier,Tork‘ , an d Buckingham, So* 
merfit , Salisbury, and Warwick?. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done. 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene-,,. 

Come let vs in, and with all fpeede prouidc 
To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolke, & Duke Humphrey 
fiayes all the refi. 

Hum. BrauePceres of England, piflersofthe State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold his greefe. 

What did my brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And wafte his fubiedts for to conquer France l 
And did my brother Bedford fpend his time. 

To keepe in awe that flout vnruly Rcalme? 

And haue not I and mine vnckle Bewford heere. 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is all our labours then fpent quite in vaine i 
For Suffolke he, the new made Dtike that rules the roaft. 

Hath giuen awayfor our King Henries Queene, 

The Dutchefle of Anioy and Moyne vnto her father. 

Ah Lords,fatall is this marriage, cancelling out ftates, 

Reuerfing monuments of conquered France , 

Vndoing all, as none had nere beene done. 

Card, Why how now eofinGlofter, what needs this? 

As if our King were bound vnto your will. 

And mi ght notdo his will without your lcaue. 

Proud Protestor, enuy in thine eyes I fee, 

A 3 The 
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The big fwolne vcnomc of thy hatcfull heart, 
T ll '«P reflJmc gainft that thy Soucraigne likes 

Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you 
But my prefence, proud Prelate as thou art : 7 “» 

outtle be gone, and giucthceleauetofpeake. 

Fare well my Lords, and fay when I am gone 
I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

Card. There go« our Protefto, in , 

My Lords you know he is my great enemy 
And though he be Proteftor of the Land 
And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts 
For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight 
Crying Iefus bleOe your royall excellence,* ' 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey , 

And many things befides that are not knowne, 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duk c Humfrey. 

But I will after him,and ifl can. JJ 

lie lay a plot to heauc him from his fcate. 

Buck. Butletvs watch this haughty Cacdinall, 

Cofin ofSomerfet be rulde by me, 

Wcek-watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they fame would hit. 

Sower. Th ankes cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me. 
And both ofvs with the duke ofSuffblke, 

Weele quickly heaue duke Humfrey from his fcate. 

Buck. Content, come then let vs about it ftraight 
For either thou or I will be Prote&or. * 

, _ , Exit Buckingham and Sdmtrfei. 

SaL Pride went before, ambition followcs after* 

Whilft thefe dofeeke their owne preferments thufc/ 

My Lords let vs feeke for our Countries good: 

Oft haue I feene this haughty Cardinall 
Sweare.and forfwcare himfelfe, and braue it out. 

More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. 

Cofine 






*■ 



York and Lancafter. 

Cofin Torke, the victories thou haft wonne, 

In Ireland, Normandy, and in France , 

Hath wonne thee immortall praife in England. 

And thou braue Warwicks, my thrice valiant fonne, 

Thy Ample plainncfle and thyhoufe-keeping. 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuercnce of mine age,and Neuels name. 

Is of no little force ifl command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate poffefle. 

But wherefore weepes IF'arwicke my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that Warwicke won, 

Sonnes, ainioy and Maine, both giuen away at once. 

Why W, arwickjihd win thcm.&muft that then which we wonne 
with our fwordsjbe giuen away with words. 

Torke. Asl haue read, our Kings ofEngland were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiues, but our king Henry giues a- 
way his owne. 

Saif. Come ionnes away and looke vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the \JMaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which Warwick e by maine force did win from France, 

Maine chance father you meant, but I meant Maine, 

Which I vviU win from France, or elfe bee flaine. 

Sxit Salisbury andWamicke . 
Torke. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnte the French, 

Cold nevves for me, for I had hope of France, 

Eucn as I haue of fertile England.. 

A day will come when Torke (hall claimehis owne, 

And therefore Twill take the Neuels parts, 

And make a fiiew of loue to proud duke Humfrey : 

And when I fpy aduantage, claime theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke 1 feeke to hit : 

Nor fhall proud Lancafter vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childifti lift, 

Nor wcarc the diadelii vponhis head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowno s 
ThcnT<w%be ftill a while till time doc ferue. 
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Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 

T o pry into the fecrets of the ftate. 

Till Henry furfetting in ioy.es of loue. 

With his new Bride, and Englands deerc bought Qucenc, 

And Httmfiey with the Peeres be falne at iarres. 

Then will I raife aloft the milke-white Rofe, v 

With whofc fwecc fmell the ayre ftiall be pcrfumde. 

And in my Standard bearc the Armes of Torkg, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lancaster : 

And force perforce,iile make him yeelde the Crowne, 

Whofe bookifh rule hath Puld faire England downe. 

ExitTorke. 



iv.v 



Enter Duke Humfiey, and DameElUnor , 

Cobban* bis wife, 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripencd Come, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What leeft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crowne? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bee toofhort, 

Mine (hall lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince f 
VnckletotheKing?and his Prote&or? 

Then what fhouldft thou Iacke that might content thy minde ? 

Hunt. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinke of treafons gainft my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor. What dreamt my Lord ? Good Humfirey tell it me. 

And ile interpret it : and when thats done. 

He tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

Hum, This ni ght when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ftaffe, mine Office badge in Court, 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle : 

But as I thinke by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’ d 
The heads of Edmund Duke of Somerfet , 

And william de la Pole ftrft Duke of Suffolk** 

* Ekor.Tufh 



Yorke and Lancaster. 

Elnor. Tufiimy Lord, this fignifies nought but this 
That he that breakes a fficke of Gloffers groue 
Shall for the offence make forfet of his head. * 

But now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 
Methought 1 was in the Cathedral! Church * 

At Weftminffer,and feated in the chaire 

Where Kings and Queenes are crown’d, and at my feete 

Henry and Margaret with a Crowne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet h on my Princely head. 

Hum. Fie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Prote&ors wife i belou’d of him i 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Awzy I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

Elnor. How now my Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The next 1 haue 
Ile keepe it to my felfc,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay A/e//, ile giiic no credit to a dreame. 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. 



-«j,.nuuu pu.au. yum vjrace,inc R.mg ana t^ueen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, & craues your 
company along with them. 

Hum. With all my heart ; I will attend his Grace. 

Come Nelly thou wilt go with vs I am furc. 

. Exit Humfrey. 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before. 

As long as Gloffer beares this bafe and humble minde : 

Were I a man, and Prote&or as he is, 

I’de reach to’ch Crowne, or make fome hop hcadiefle. 

And being but a woman, ile not bchinde 

For playing of my part, in fpite of all that feek to croffc me thus? 
Who is within there? 



Enter fir John Hum. 

What Sir John Hum, what newes with you ? 

„ B Sirfofae 
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Sir John, lefus preferue your Maiefty. 

Elnor, My Maiefty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir lohn. I, but Jjy the grace of God, and Bums aduice, 

Tour Graces ftate (hall be aduanc’d ere long. 

Elnor. What, haft thou conferred with Margery /our dam, the 
cunning witch of Rye, with Roger BulUnbrooke and the reft ? and 
will they undertake to do me good i 

Sir Iolon. I hauc Madam, and they haue promifed me to rai e 
a fpitit from depth of vnder ground, that (ball tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir lohn. 

Some two dayes hence I geffe will fit our time,. 

Then fee that they be heerc : 

for now the King is riding to Saint Albones, 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard heere. 

There caft their Spelles in filencc ofthe night. 

And fo refolue vs of the. thing we wifti; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewe %^ £towv 

Sir lobn. Now fir John Bum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muftfilent be: 

Thcfe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutcheife (lie thinkes now that all is well. 

But 1 haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on, 

Tc plot thefe treafons gainft the King and Pceres •, 

And that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke; 

For he it i s, but I muft not fay fo, - n , 

That by my meanes muft workc the Dutcheffc fall. 

Who now by Coniurations thinkes to rile. 

But whift fir lohn, no more of that 1 tro, ^ 

For fearc you lofe your head beforeyou go,. 

Enter two Fctitioners,andVeterthe Armourers man. 

, h Petit . Come firs lets linger here abouts awhile, 



Torke and Lancaster, 

Vntill my Lord Protestor come this way, 

That we may (hew his Grace our feueraii caufes. 

i. Petit. I pray God faue the Good Duke Humfries life. 

For but for him a many were vndone. 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke with the Queene , and they take 
him for Duke Humfrey, andgiues 
him their writings, 

t. Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolke. 
fHueene.Novt good-fell ows.whom would you (peak withal? 
t.Petit.lf it pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord Protc&ors 
Grace. 

Qgt Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let v s fee them firft, 
Lookeonthem my Lord of Suffolke. 

Suffolke. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done ? 

2 . Petit. Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wife, 

And th’are gone together, and I know not where to finde then. 

Suff. Hath he ftole thy wife* that’s fome iniury indeede. 

But what fay you? 

Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my Miyfter 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire to the Crown, and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay, 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper ? 

Peter. Noforfooth, I (aide mymaifter faide fo, th’other day 
when wee were fcowring (the Duke ofYorkcs armour in our 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomething like. 

Who’s within there ? 

Enter one or two. 

Sirra, take in this fellow, and keepe him ciofe, 
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And fend out aPurfeuantforhis matter ftraight, 

Weele heere more of this thing before the King. 

Exit with the Armorers man. 
Now Sir, what's yours i Let me fee it. 

What’s heere i 

A complaint againft the Duke of Suffolke, for endofing the 
commons of long Melford. 

How nowfir knaue. 

i./Vf/f.Ibefcech your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMef- 
fengerfor the whole towne-ftiip. 

He teares the Papers. 

Suffolk, So now {hew your petitions to Duke Humfrey . 
Villaines get y ou gone, and come not neere the Court, 

Dare thele pefants write againft me thus ? 

Exit Petitioners, 

Queene. My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this, 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That feekes to him more then to King Henry : 

Whofecyes are alwaies poring on his booke, 

And nere regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill muft be prote&ed like a childe. 

And gouemed by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will mooue his cap to fpcake to vs, 

And his proud wife, high-minded £lamr y 
That ruffles it with inch a troope of Ladies, 

As ftrangers in the Court take her for £ueene: 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe. 

The other day (he vanted to her maides. 

That the very traine of her worft gowne. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any greefe of minde belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolftaway our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought meout of France. 

S»ff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of your comming into England, 



forks and Lancaster. 

So will I in England worke your full content s 
And as for proud Duke Hum fey and his wife, 

I haue fee lime twigs that will entangle them. 

As that your Grace ere long fhall vnderftand. 

But ttay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Torke and the Duke of Sommer* 
fit on both Jides of the King , whiff ering with him : Then entereth 
T>uke Humphrey , DameElanor , the Duke of "Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salisbury , the Earle of Warwicke, and the (fardinall of 
Winchefter. 

King. My Lords I care not who be Regent in Prance , or Torke 
or Somerfet , all’s one to me. 

Torke. My Lord,if Torke haue ill demean’d himfelfe, 

Ler Somerfet enioy his place,and go to Fraunce. 

Som . Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe. 
And there be made the Regent ouer the French. 

Warwicke. Whomfoeucr you account worthy, 

Torke is the worthieft. 

Card. Peace Warwicke, giuethy betters leaue to fpcake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fielde. 

Buck, All in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwickemxy liue to be beft of all. 1 
Queene. My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfet. 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum. Madame, our King is olde enough himfelfe, 

To giue his anfwer without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protc&or ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but Prote&or ore the Land, 

And when it pleafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge. . 

Suffolke. Refigne it then, for fince thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee,all wholly goto wracke. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpent. 

And as for the Rcgentflbip ofFrance, 

Bs, 





i tie contention or me iwpjamoH* nvttjt j, 

I fay Somerfet is mote worthy then Torke. 

Fertile tell thee Suffolke why*I am not worthy, 

Becaufe I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

War. And yet the Worthy deeds that Torke hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured hecre. 

Saf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick?. 

War, Image of pride, wherefore flhould I peace? 

Suf. Becaufc heerc is a man accufde of Treafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Torke do cleare himfelfe. 

Ho, bring hither, the Armourer and his man. 

Enter the Armourer and his man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufed his matter 
ofhigh Treafon, and his wordcs werethefe: ThattheDukcof 
Torke was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper* 

Torke. I befeech your Grace let him haue whatpunnifhmcnt 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither. fellow, didtt thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t (lull pleafe yo.ur worfhip, 1 neuer fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnefle, I am falfely accufed by this villen 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. I befeech your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer, Alas matter, hang me ifeuer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did correct him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mee .• I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worlhip do not caft away an honeft man for a villaines ac- 
cufation. 

King. Vnclc Glofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum. The law my Lord is this by cafe, itrefts fufpitiona, 
That a day of combate be appointed, 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In £mithfield,before your royall Maiefty . Exit Humfrej. 

tArmonr. And I accept the combate willingly. 

Peter 



Torke and Lancaster, * 



Peter. Alafle my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf. You mutt either fight firra,or clfe be hang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. Exit with thetiL>. 



The Queene lets fait her gloue i and hits the Dutcheffe of 
Glofter , a boxe on the eare. 

Qtteene. Giue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 
Shee ftrtkes her. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

J did. not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman ? 

Could I come ncereyour dainty vifage with my nayles,. 

Tde fet my ten command’ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againft her will. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King fheeTl dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alw'ayes thus be rul’d by her, 

But let it reft : as fure as I do hue, 

She (hall not ftrikeDame £/»«• vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor , . 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
ywould notfor a thoufand pounds of Gold, 

My Noble Vncklc had beenc heere in place. 



Enter JOnke Humfrey, 

But fee where he comes : I am glad he met her nor; 

Vnkle Glofter, what anfwer makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for theRealme of France, 

Whom thinkes your Grace is meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that thefe words the Armourer fhould fpeake, 

Dothbreede fufpition on the part ofYorkc, . 

Let Somerfet be Regent ore the French; 

Till trials made, and Yorkc may cleareLimfelfc. 

King. Then be it fo, my Lord of Somerfet, 

We make y o ur GraceRegent ouer the Frenchj 
And to defend our right ’gainft forraincFoetj 

: ; .. And! 
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And fo do good vnto the Rcalme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Somer. I humbly thankc your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leaue to pofte with fpeed to France. 

Exit Somerfet. 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter,now let’s haue our horfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prefently, 

Madamyour Hawke they fay is fwift of flight. 

And we will try how fhe will Aye to day. Exitomnes. 

Enter Elanor,with Sir Iohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer , 
and Margery lottrdaine a Witch. 

Elnor. Heere fir Iohn, take this fcroleof paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this T ower heere. 

And heare the fpirit what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write theanfwers downe. 

She goes vp to the Tovter. 

Sir Iohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about. 

And charme the fiendes for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing flic askes. 

Wttch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftrate on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Diuels below. 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

Sbee lyes downe vpon herfaee . 

Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen . Darke night, dread night, the filence of the sight, 
Wherein the Furies maske in hellifh troupes. 

Send vp I charge you from So fetus Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to come to mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye, 

Afcalon 



torke Mtd LancafPer. 

Afcalon , AJfenda, affenda. 

1 1 Thunders and Lightens, and then the fpirite 
rifeth vp. 

fpirit. Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doc ? 
‘Bullen. Firft ofthe King, what ftiall become ofhim ? 
fpirit. The Duke yet Hues, that Henry (hall depofe. 

But him out-liue, and dye a violent death* 

Bullen. What fate awaites the Duke oiSuffolke. 
fpirit. By water (hall he die, and takc his end. 

Bullen. What {hall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 
fpirit. Let him fhun Caftles, fafer (hall he be vpon the Tandy 
plaincs, then where Gaftles mounted ftand : 

Now queffion me no more, for I muft hence againe. 

He fakes downe againe. ' ' 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vftto the damned poole. 

Where Pltito in his fiery Waggon fits. 

Riding amidft the findg’d and parched fmoakes, ■ 

The rode of Dy.tat by the fliufct’Srix! : 

There howle and butrte for euef in thofe flames. 

Rife lottrdaine rife,and flay thy charming Spels. 

Zounds, we are betraidc. 

ci. :A-t , ! I- r> ■ :• • / :• 



vj A HSW f. rscr uj UMRingm 

ham i andothers. 

Ti orke. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 
This time was well wateht. What Madame are you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Cotiiurers, , 

The King fliall haue notice of this thing. 

Exit Elnor abotte. 

“Buck. See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 

Torke. Giue.it me my Lord, Ile fheW it to fhe King -t 
Go firs, fee them faft loekt inprifon. 

Exit with them. 

Bucking. My Lord, I pray, you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Alb oncSjto tell this newes. 

T 'oikf'. Content. Away thcir,ab0rt it flraigbt. 

***&* - C Buck, 











Thecohi^itmrfthe w Houfe*. 

I^JacwellmyLorf. 

Yorke. Whofe within there t 

Enter one. 

will Ac Ectles of Salsbury >nd Warwick to 
fup with me 10 night. 

One, 1 will my Lord. Lxtt • 
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Enter the Kino and Qayenewith her Hawk*™ herfifi andVake 
Hamffey and Saffolke , and the Cardinally of if 

they came from Hawking, 

gueene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight f « 

But as 1 caft her offthe windc did rife, 

Andtwas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

Kmg. How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 

Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore,. 

And on a fodaine fouc’d the Partridge downe. 

Stiff. No maruell ifit pleafe your Maiefty, 

My LordProteaors hawkes do towre fo well. 

They know their matter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’s but a bafe mmde. 

Ham. I my Lord Cardinall, were it not good 
on a Crowne, proud Proteaor, dangerous Peere,to fmoothe it 

PI0 "‘ 

° Why Suffolkc, England tawes Ay infotocc. ^ 



Yorke and Lancajier. 

Queette, And thy ambition GJofter, 

King, Ceafe gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefled are the peace-makers on earth, 

(fard. Let me be blefled for the peace I make, 

Againtt this proud Protestor with my fword. 

Ham. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Ham. Dare: I tel thee Piieft,Plantagencts could neuer brook 
the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagenct as well as thou, and fonnetolohn of 
Gaunt. 

Ham. In baftardy. 

Card: I fcorne thy words. 

Ham: Make vppe no factious numbcrs,but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eattend of the groue. 

Card : Here’s my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lords ? 

Card, Faith Cofin Glofter,had not your man caft offfo foone, 
we had had more fport to day. Come with thy fword and Buck- 
ler. 

Ham: Gods mother Prieft lie fhaue your crowne. 

Card: Prote&or, proteft thy felfe well. 

King The windc growes high, fo dothyourchofter Lords, 

Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle , 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S. Albones,and hath receiued his fight at the (brine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint yitbones,and hie Brethren , with Ma - 
ft eke, bearing the man that had bene bltnd between 
twoinachaire t 

King: Thou happy man, giueGod eternall praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne f 

Poore man.hi Barwicks pleafe your Maiefty in the North. 

C 2 SltyM* 
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At Barwicke, and come thus farre for bdpe. 
Tooreman, 1 fir, it was told me in my fieepe. 

That fweete Saint. Albones fliould giuc me my fight againe. 
Hum. What are lame too ? 

P.man.l indeede fir, God help® -me. 

Hum. How caiTift thou lame ? 

{ P. man. With falling offa plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrees? 

P. man. Neuer but once fit in all my life. 

My wife d'd long for plummes. 

Hum. But tell me,wert thou borne blinde? 

P.man. 1 truly fir. 

Woman, I indeed fir, he was borne blinde. 

Btm. What art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou bcene his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better toldc. 

Why let me fee, Ithinke thou canft not fee yet*. 

P.man. Yes truly rnafter,„as deare as day. 

Hum. Sayft thoii fo: what colour’s his cloake l 
P, man , Red matter, as red as blood. 

Hum And his cloake ? 
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P .man. Why that's greene. 

Hum. And what colour’s his hofe? 

P. man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne l , 

P.man. Blacke fir,as blacke as let. 

King. Then belike he know.es what colour ret is on. 
' ■Suf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But clokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 
But tell me firra,what’$ my name? 

P.man. Alas mailer I know not. 

Hum. What’s his name? 

P.man. 1 know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Hum. Nor his name? 
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P.man. No indeede matter. 

Hum. Whats thine ownc name? 

P.man. Sander, and it pleafeyou maifter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeft knaue in Chriften- 
dom. If thou hadtt bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwcl hauc 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the feucrall colours wee 
do weare. Sight may diftinguith of colours,but lodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoffible. My Lords,! S. Albones heere 
hath done a mirade,& would you notthink his cunning to bee 
great, that could rettore this Cripple to his legs a gained 
P. man. Oh matter I w ould yo u could. 

Hum. My Matters ofS. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles myour Towne, 

And things call’d whippes? 

CMajUr. Yes my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace-, 

Hum. Then fend for one prefently. 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra, ifyo.u meane to faue your felfe from whipping, 

Leape me ouer this ftoole, and runne away, 

Enter a ’Beadle. 

P. man. Alas matter I am not able to ftand alone. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum. VV ell fir, we mutt haue you finde your legges. 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole. 

Beadle. I will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublet 
quickly. 7 

Poore man. Alas matter what fhall Ido,I am not able to ftand. 

uifter the Beadle hath bit him one terke , he leases ouer the ftoole , and 
runnes maj t and they run after him, erjing aMyracle, aaJMy- 

racle. 

Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and whipte 
through eucry Market T ownc till he comes at Barwicke where 
he was borne, 

Maior. It lhall he done my Lord. Exit Major. 

Lord Prote&or hath done wonders to day, 

€j Hce 
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Je hath made the blinde to fecund halt to goe. 

Humph. l,but you did greater wonder$,whe you made whole 
Dukedomcs flye in a day. 
flfitneffe France. 

£/»g.Haue done I fay, and let me heare no more of that. 
Enter the 'T)»ke of 'Buckingham. 
iVhat newes brings Duke Humfrejoi Buckingham^* 

Buck-l 11 newes for fomc my Lord,and this it is. 

That proud dame Elnor ourProtctftors Wife, 

Hath plotted Treafons gainft the King and Peeres, 

By witchcrafts,forceries,and coniurings, 

Who by fuch meanes did raife a fpirit vp. 

To tell her what hap (hould betide the State, 

But ere they had finilht their diuellilh drift. 

By Torke and my fclfe they were all furprizde. 

And heercs the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 

Kng. Firft of the King,what (hall become of him ? 

Reads* The Duke yet liues, that Henry {hall depofc. 

Yet him out-liue,and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke £ 

By water (hall he die and take his end. 

Sujfolke.By water mutt the Duke of Suffolk* die ? 

It mutt be fo,or elfe the diuell doth lie. 

King. Let Somerfet fhun Cattles. 

For fafer (hall he be vpon the fandy plaines. 

Then where Cattles mounted ftand. 

CW.Heeres good ftuffe,hownow my Lord Prote&or, 
This newes I thinkc hath turnd your weapons point, 

1 am in doubt youle fcarfely keepeyourpromife. 

Humph. Forbeare ambitious Prelate to vrge my gteefe. 
And pardon me my gracious Soueraigne, 

For heere I fwearc vnto your Maiefty, 

That I am guilt! effe of thele hainous crimes 
Which my ambitious wife hath falfly done. 

And for (he would betray her foaeraigne Lord, 

I hcerc renounce her from my bed and boord. 
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And leaue her open for the law to iudge, 

Vhlcfle (he cleare her fclfe of this foulc deed. 

KingSZomt my Lords .this night weele lodge in S.Attones. 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoftof thefe treafons forth. 

Come vnckle Glofter along with vs, 

My minde doth tell me thou art innocent. 

Exit otnnes. 

Enter the Duke of Torke, and the Earles of Salisbury 

andurarwickg. 

Torke. My Lords, our fimplefupper ended thus, 

Let me reuealc vnto your honors hcerc. 

The right and title of the houfeof Yorke 
To Engjands Crowne by lincall defent. 

War. Then Yorke begin, and ifthy claime be good. 

The Ncuils are thy fubiefts to command* 

Torke. Then thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had feuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of Whales. 

The fecond was William of Hat field, 

Who dyed young. 

The third was Lyonell, Duke of Clarence, 

The fourth was John of Gaunt, 

The Duke of Lancafier. 

The fife was Edmund of Lanrlej . 

Duke of Yorke. 

The fixr was IFilliam of Wtndfore, 

Who dyed young. 

The feauenthand laft was Sic Thomas of Woodjlocke , Duke of 

Torke. 

Now E dwardth' blacke Prince dyed before his Father, leauing 
behinde him two fonnes, Edward borne at Angolefine, who died 
young,and Ktchard that was after crowned Kmg,bythe name of 
Richard the fecond, who dyed without an hey re. 

_ Lyonell 
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Lyonell Duke of Clarence dyed, and lefthim oneonly daugV 
ter, named Phillip , who was married to Edmund Mortimer carle 
of March and Vlfter : and fo by her I claime the Crowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke ofClarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reigne,Henry of Bulling- 
brooke, fonne and heire to lohn ofGaunt, the Duke of Lanca- • 
fter fourth fonne to Edward the third, he claim’d the Crowne* 
depofd the Merthfull King, and as both you know ,»in Pomfret 
Caftle harmeleffe Richard was lhamefully murthered,and fo by 
Richards death came the houfe ofLancafter vnto ahe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord,asIhaueheardinthe reigneof 
Bullenbrooke, rhe Duke ofYorke did claime the Crowne, and 
but for OwenGlendour had bene King. 

Torke. True: but fo it fortuned then, by meanes ofthatmon- 
ftrousrebcllGlendour, the noble Duke ofYorke was putte to 
death, and fo euer fince the heires of lohn of Gaunt haue poffef- 
fed the Crowne. But if the iffue of the elder fhould filccced be- 
fore the iffue of the younger, then ami lawfull heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

tParmcke. What proceedings can be more plain, he claimes 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edward 
the third, and Henry from lohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionels iffue fades, his fhould not reigne. Itfayles not 
yet, but flouriftieth in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips of fuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liuc Richard Englands royall King. 

Torke. I thanke you both. But Lords I am hot your King, vn- 
til this fword be fheathed eucn in the hart blood of the houfe of 
Lancafter. 

tVar.Thtvy Yorke aduife thy felfc.and talce thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and let thy ftandard yp, 

And in the fame aduance the milke-white Rofc, 

And then to guard it,will I rowfethc Beare, „ . ! 

Enuiron’d with ten thoufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 

Mauger 
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Mauger the proudeft Lord of Henries blood, 

That dares deny the right and clajme of Torke> 

For why,my minde prefageth I /hall liue 
To fee the noble Duke of Torke to be a King. 

Thanks noble Warwick and Torke doth hope to fee. 
The Earle of ITarmcke hue, to.bee the greateft man in England 
but the King. Come lets goe. 6 ' 

Ent^ King Henry and the Queene.Duke HmfreyX D^fSuf. 
folke^nd the Duke of Buckingham, the CardinaJl, mdT>ame£l- 
m f with-the Officers ,and then enter to them the Duke 

of Torke, and the Earles of Salisbury andtVarmcka. X 

Ktng.S Itand forth DzxntElnor fobham Dutches of CM«?r,and 
beare the fentence pronounced againft thee for thefe creafbns, 
thac thou haft committed gainft Vs,our State and Peercs. 

rirlt tor thyhamous crime,.thou. jfhalc twodayesin Lond 
do pennance barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white fheete abl 
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thy body, and. a waxe Taper burning in thy hand. Thai 
thou (halt bebamrtied for euer into the Iflc of Man, there to ena 

wkhher tChed da * CS 5 * S ° Ur ^ eutencc hreuocabie. Away 



Elnor.E uen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

v n ,, „ , , Exit fome with Elnor, 

2C/«£.Grecue not noble Vnckle,but be thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Lcaft God hadrpourde his vengeance on thy bead 
For her offences thac thouhcldft fo deare. 

Humph . Oh gracious flif»ry,giue me lcauc a while, 

1 o Jeaue y our Grace, and to depart away. 

For forrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the foimcaincs of mine eyes to fwdl. 

And therefore goqd my Lord, let me depart. * 

King. With all my hart good vnckle,whe you pleafe 
Yet ere thou goc(t, Humfriyjefignc thy ftaffe. 

For Henry will be no more proteaed. 

The Lord iball be my guide both for my land and me. 

D Humph, 
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Hum. My ftaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde as willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete 1 leaue it. 

As others would -ambitioufly rcceiue it. 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King.V nkleGlofter, ftand vp and go in peace, 

No lefle belou’d ofvs, then when 

Thou wert Ptote&or ouer this my land. Exit blotter* 

Qntene Take vp the ftafte, for heere it ought to ftand. 

Where fhould it be, but in King Henries hand* 

Torke. Pleafe it your Maiettie, this is the day 

That was appointed for the combating 

Bet weenc the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleale. . . 

Ki?w. Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

£»ter at one doore the Armourer and his neighbours fdrinkjng to him 
fa much that he is drunken, and he enters mth a drum before him, 
J and his ftaffe with aftndbag faftened to it, and at the other doore 
his man with a drum and fmdbag,and Vrentifes drinking to him, 

l Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a cup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighb or, you (hall do well enough, 
a Neigh. And here neighbor ,here s a cup oi Chatneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s apot of good double beere, neighbor drinke 

and be merry, and feare not your man. 

Jrm. Let it come, yfaith He pledge you all, 

Pw^Here Peter, I drinke to thee,andbe not affraid.i 
-rp ren Here Peter ,bere’s a pinte ofClaret wine tor thee. 

, Pren. And here’s a quart for me, and be qicrry Peter, 

And feare not thy maftcr, fight for credit of thePrentifcs. 

Peter. t thanke you all, but lie drinke no more: 

Heere Robin,and if I dye, heere I giue thee my hammer. 

And Will thou (halt haue roy aperne: and heere l om. 
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Take all the money that I haue. 

O Lord bleffe me I pray God, for 1 am neuer able to deale with 
my maftcr, he hath team’d fo much fence already. 

Solis. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to bloyves. 

Sirra, what’s thy name ? 

Pet. P cter forfooth. 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

Pet. Thumpe. 

Saif. Thumpe, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 
u4rm. Here's to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, lookeyou, I will tell you my minde; for I am 
come hither as it were ofmy mans inftigatjon,to proue my felfc 
» honeft mankind Peter a knaue : and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, as Beuis of South-hampton fell vppon Af- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, I told you hec’s in his fence already. 

jihtrmes , Peter hits him on the head and fels him, 
tsfrm. Hold Peter, 1 confeffe, T reafon,treafon. He diet. 

Pet. O G od I giue thee praife. He kneels dome 

Pren. Ho well done Peter. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that T raitor from our fight, 

For by his death we dopcrcciue his guilt, 

And God in iufticc hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 

■Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. £xit omnts. 

Enter Duke Humfrey and his men , in mour- 
ning clo akes. 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum. Then is that wofull hourc hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way, 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftrccts. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abiedt people gazing on thy face, 

With enuious looke> laughing at thy fhamc. 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot whccles, 

D i 
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When thou didftride in triumph tkrough'thcftreetcs* 

Enter Dame Elnbr CvbbXti* hare- foot e, andaWhiteJheeteaboufhitr r 
with a Waxe- Gstdieiti her (iahd, and verfes Written on her backs & 
pmd on, and accompanied with the Sberiffts of LondeH,and Sir lobst 
Standly, and Officers yvtth Bils and Holbards. 

SeruingMy gracious Lord, fee wher my Lady Worries, 

Pleafc it yoUr gr‘abe,Wcelfctake her from theSheriffes? 

Hmph. l charge youfor yourliues ftir not a footc, 

Nor offer onCe to draw a weapon hCere, 

But let them do their office as they fhould. 

iPMr-Cbmeyou my LordtOfeemyopcnfliame? 

Ah Gtojter, nbwthou doft penance too. 

See how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads, and pointing at thee heere. 

Go get the'e'gone,and hiefe thee room their-figbts. 

And in thy pentV-p ftudy rue my fhame. 

And ban thine enemies. Ah -mine and thine. 

Hum. Ah Nelli MM ATe//, forget this eictrbme griefe. 

And beare it patiently to cafe thy heart, 

Einor. Ah Glofter,teachmeto forget my felfe. 

For whilft I thinkel am thy Wedded Wife, 

The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart* 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender fecte. 

And' when 1 ftart,the cruel! people laugh. 

And bids me be aduifed how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Maldevp in (harne, with papers oh rtty backe. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and liue? 

Sometime ilc fay l am Duke Humphreys Wife, 

And he a Prince, PrbreCtor of the land. 

But fo he rulde,andfueh a Prince he Was, 

As he flood by,whilfl 1 his fbre-lbriifc Dutchefle 
Was led with fhame,and made(adafughing ftockey 

WbUldftthouhaaie ftiedo? 

( 1 Should 
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Should I attempt to refeuethee from hence, 

I fhould incurre the danger of the law. 

And thy difgrace Would not be fhaddowed fo, 

Einor. Be thou milde,and ftir not at my difgrace, 

Vntill the axe of death hang ore thy head, ’ 

As fhortly fure it will.For Suffolke he. 

The new made Duke.that may do all in all 
With her that loues him fo, and hates vs all, 

And impious Torke, and EeWford that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymde bufhes to betray thy wings, 

And flyethou how thou canft,they will entangle thec. 

Enter a Herald of virtues. 

Herald , I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds - Eury , 1 the firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parliameht,aud our confent neuer craude 

Thereinbefore. This is ■ ■ * - : , 

Well,we will be there. Exit tier aid. 

Maftcr Sheriffe, I pray proceede no further againft my 

Lady, then the cOiirfe oflaw extends. 

Sher .Pleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end. 

And I muft deliuer her to Sir lohn Stanly. 

To be conduced into the Iflc of Man. 

Humfrey , M u ftyo u fir lohn conduct my Lady ? 

Standly .1 my gracious Lord,for fo it is decr eed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. \ pray you fir Iohn,\dc her ncre the worfe. 

In that I intreace you to vfc her Well. 

The world may fmile agaiirc,and I may liuc • 

To do you fauour.ifyou do it her, . 

And fo fir John farewell, 

£/wr.What gone my Lord, and bid notmefarewel 

Humph. Witntflc my bleeding heart, 1 ! cannot ftay to fpeake 

Exfit Humfrey and bis men. 

Einor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth Duke Humfrey now for fake me too ? 

Then let me haltefrom out fairePuglands bounds* 

Qoa\t Standly comc,and let vs hafteaway, 

Standly. 
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Standly, Madam let’s go vnto fome houfe neercby. 

Where you may ihift your felfe before we go. 

Elnor Ah good fir Iohn, my fhamc cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with catling off my fhectc : 

Bu t come let vs go, ma fter Sheriffe farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou fhouldft. 

Exit omnes 

Enter to the Parliament. 

Enter two Heralds before, then the Duke of Buckingham, the Duke of 
Suffolke, and then the Duke ofTorke,and the Cardinallofwinche- 
fter , and then the King and the Queene , and then the Earle if Set’ 
lisbury,and the Earle of Warwick*. 

King. I wonder our VnkleGIofterftayes fo long. 

Queene. Can you not fee ? or will you not perceiue, 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfc himfelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is paft. 

That none fo humble a? Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one meete him euen in the mornc. 

When eucry one will giuc the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopes,crying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were theirKing ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it paffe,and call’t a Womans feare. 

My Lord of Suffolke Buckingham, and Y orke, 

Difproue my allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeeches.ifyou canreproue me, 

I will fubferibe and fay, 1 wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. Well hath your Grace forefeene into that Duke, 

And if I had beene licenc’d firft to fpeake, 

I thinke I fhould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth runnes chebrooke, whereas the ftreame is deepeft. 

No, 






T orke and Lancaster. 

No, no, my Soucraignc, Glofter is a man 
Vnfounded yet, andfull of deepe deceite. 

Enter the Duke of Somerfit, 

King. Welcome Lord Somerlet, what newes from France ? 

Somer. Cold newes my Lord, and this it is. 

That all your holds and Townes within thofe Territories 
Is ouercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
but Gods will bee done. 

Torke. Cold newes forme, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

Enter Duke Humfrey, 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that I haue ftaide fo long. 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too foonc, 
Vnleflethou proue more loyall then thou art. 

We do arreft thee on high T reafon heere. 

Hum, Why Suffolkes Duke thou (halt not fee me blufh. 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accufers ? 

Torke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Frace, 
And ft opt the foldiers of theirpay. 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France. 

Hum. Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo? 
So God me helpc, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill; 

That peny that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againft me at the judgement day. 

I neuer rob d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mme owneproper coft: 

Haue I fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Bccaufe I would not racke the needie Commons. 

Car . In your Proteflorfhip you did dcuife 
Strange torments for offenders,by which mcancs 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannies 

Hum. Why tis well knowne.tbat whilft I was Proteftor : 
Pitty was all the fault that was in mt: 

A murtherer ot foutefelonious Theefe, 
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That robs and murders filly patfengers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of commonlaw, 

Tufti my Lord,tbefe be things ofno account, 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon heere. 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinall, 
Vntillfuch time as thou canft cleare thy felfe» 
2C/K^.Good vnckle obey to his art.eft, 

I haue no doubt but thou (bait cleare thy felfe. 

My confciencc tels me thou art innocent. 

HumJtkt gracious Henry , thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferies. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake. 

But I am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more mud follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their liues deltruftion. 

Suffolkes hatefull tongue blabs his/hearts malice, 
Bewfords fiery eyes fliewes his enui'ous minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts. 
And dogged Torke that leuels at the Moone, 
Whofe.ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

All you haue ioyn’d to betray me thus.: 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftrcfle, 
Cauflefie haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

1 fhrll not want falfe witnefles enough. 

That fo amongft you,you may haue my life. 
TheProuerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Suf. Doth he not twit our foueraigne Lady here. 

As if that Ihe with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn’d or hired fome to fweare againft his life, 
Qu. But I can giue the lofer leaue to fpcakc. 

Hum . Far truer fpoke then meant,I lofeindced, 
Bcfhrew the winners hearts,they play me falfe. 

Bwc^Heele wreft the fence, and keepe vs here al day 
My Lord of Winchefter.fee him fent away. 

Car. Who’s within there i Take in JjukeHumfrey, 
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And fee him garded fure within my houfe. 

Hum, Oh, thus King Henry cafts away his crouch. 

Befo c his legs can beare his body vp. 

And puts his watchful! fliepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fharring who /hall bite him firft 
Farwell my foueraignc,!ong maift :hou enioy 
Thy fathers happy daiet/ree from annoy. 

Exit Huntfrey with the C ordinals men. 

KtugMy Lords.whatto your wifdoms Ibal feem beft 
Do and vndo as if our feUe were heere. 

Qtt. What, wil your highnefle leaue the Parlament # 
Kittg.l Margaret ,My heart is kild with griefe. 

Wheere I may fit and figb in endlefle mone. 

Lor who sa Traitor,Gloftcr he is none. 

f x,t King jSalis&tnj and (Panvicke. 

'i^.Then fit we do wne againe my Lord Cardinall, 

Suffolks, Buckingham jTorke and Somerfet. 

Let vs confuirof proud Duke Httmfries fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety ofour King and Common-wealth, 
s rf - And fo thinke I Madam,for as you know 
If our King Henry had fhooke hands with death,* 

Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our King: 

And it may be by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to paflc the thing which now wc doubt. 

The Foxe barkes not when he would ftealc the Lamb, 

But ifive take him ere he do the deed. 

We fliould not quefiion if that he fhould liue. 

Torke No,let him die.in that he is a Fox, 

Leal! that in liuing he offend vs more, 

Cir.Then let him die before the Commons know, 

For feare that they do rife in armes for him. 

Ttfr^r.Theii do it fodainly my Lords. 

Stiff. Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge & mine. 
*r.Agreed,for hee s already kept within my houfe. 

Bnter a {JHefenger. 

^How now firrha , what new es? 

£ Meffen , 
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TTtf contmmoftM'mojtmout noujes, 

(jMefinMadamc,! bring you ncwes from Ireland , 

The wilde Onele my Lords, is vp in armes. 

With troupes of Irifli Kernes, that vncontrolde 
Doth plant thcmfelues within the Englifh pale. 

Andbumes andfpoiles the Country as they go. 

gu. What redreffe (hall we haue for this,My Lords ? 

Yorks' T w ere good that my Lord of Somerfet 
That fortunate Champion were fent ouer,. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Iriflimcn,. 

He did fo much good when he was in France; 

Somer. Had Torke bene there with all his farre fetche 
PollicicSjhc might haue loft as much as I. 

Torke. l,for York# would haue loft his life, before 
That France fhould haue rcuolted from Englands rule. 

Somer. I fo thou mightft, and yet haue gouern'd worfe then I* 
2"or^e.VVhat,worfe then naught ? then a fhame take all* 

Somer. Shame on thy felfc.that wiftieth fhame. 
<2»ff».Somcrfet forbeare,good Yorkc be patient. 

And do thou take in hand to croffe the feas. 

With troopes of armedmen,to quell the pride 
Of thofc ambitious Irifh that rebell. 

Teri^.Well Madame, fith your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue fome bandcs of chofen foldiers. 

And Yorke (hall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

JW?.Yorke thoufhalc.My Lord of Buckingham, 

Let it be it your charge to mufter vp fuch foldiers 
As (hall fuffice him in thefe ncedfull warres. 

£«c^.Madame I will,and leuiefuch a band 
As foonc fhall ouercome thofc IrifhRebels. 

Bqt Yorke,where fhall thofe Soldiors flay, for thee? 
r^.AcBrift'ow,ric exped them ten daies hence. 

Buck- Then thithe* fhall they come, and fofarwell. 

Exit Buck* 

Torke* Adieu my Lord of Buckingham. 
JW»;Suffbike,remember what you haue to do. 

And you Lord CardinalljCor.ceroingDukeHww^cy. 

T’ w ere good that you did fee. to it in time. 



torke and Lattcajler. 

Come let vs go.that it may be perform'd. 

Sxit omnes fJWdnet Torke, 
Tork;. Now Yorke bethinkethy felfe,and rouze thee vp. 
Take time whilft it is offered thee fofaire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T’was men 1 lackt,and now they giue them me. 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 

I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman, 

Ithn Cade of Afkford, 

Vnderthe title of fohn Mortimer, 

(For he is like him euery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion,and by that meaner 
I fhall pcrceiue how the common people 
Do affed the claime and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fucceffc in hi^affaires. 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againe. 

To reape the harueft which that coyftrill fowed. 

Now if he fhould be taken and condemn’d, 

Hee’l nere confelfe that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ile fend him word. 

To put in pradife and to gather head. 

That fo foonc as I am gone he may begin 
To rife in armes with troopes of country fwaines. 

To helpe him to performe this enterprize. 

And then Duke Humfrey ,he well made away. 

None then can flop the light to Englands Crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 

Exit Torke , 

Then the Curt nines being drawne, Duke Humfrey is difeouered in his 
bed, and two men lying onhss brefl , and fmothermg him in hie bed. 
j4nd then enter the Duke of Sujfo/ke to them. 

Suff ". How now firs, what haue you difpatcht him ? 

One. I my Lord,hee’s dead I warrant you. 

Sujf.Thcn fee the doathes laid fmoothe about him ftill. 

That when the King comes, he may percciuc 
No other,but that he dide of his owne accord. 
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2. All things is handfomenow my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw the Curtaincs againc and get you gon. 

And you fhall hauey our. finite reward anon.. 

Exitmurtherers. 

Enter the King and Queens, tbeDukeofB uckingham, and the Duke 
ofSotnerfit^ndtbe Cardinally 
King. My Lord of Suffolke: go call our V nkle Glofter, 

Tell him this day we will that he da clecrchknfclfo. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. ExitSuffeltgi 

A. And good my Lords proccedno. further ’gainftous v tickle. 
Then by iuft proofe you can affirme 
For as the fucking childeor harmless. Larabe,, 

So is he innocent oftreafbn to oiir State. 

Enter Suffolk 

How now Suffolke, where’s our Vnckle f 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord ofGlofters dcad. 

The King fats in a . found.. 

Queens. Aye me, the King is dead.- helpe, helpe, my Lords. 
Suf. Comfort my Lord* gracious Henry comfort. 

King . What doth my Lord ofSuffblke btd me comforti 
Came he euen now to fing a Raucns note. 

And thinkes he that thechcrping of a Wren* 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce,. 

Can fatisfie my greefes, or cafe my heart? 

Thou balefull meffenger out ofrny fight. 

For euen in thine eyc-bals murthcr fits : 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

Gfueea. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffolkc thus* 

A3 if that he hadcaufd Duke Humfries death? 

The Duke and I too you know were enemies. 

And y’had beft fay that I did murther him... 

King. Ah woe is me for wretched Gloftcrs death. 

On. Be woe for me more wretched then he was * 

What dofi tbou turne away and hide thy face?' 

1 am no loathfome Leaper,looke pnmc. 

Was I for this nigh wrackt vgon the fi% 
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What might it bode, but that well foretelling 6 

Winds faid, bceke not afeorpions nefi. 



War. My Lord, Fhc Commonslike an hungry hiue offices 

Run vp and downe.caring not whom they ftine^ ’ 

For good Duke Humfries Ae ath, whom they report. 

To be murthered by Suffolke andche Cardinall heerc. 

Kmg. That he. is dead good Warwicke,is too trueJ 
But how he dycdGod Jknowcs^notffewry. 

ITar Enter his priuy chamber my. Lord, and view the body. 
Good father ftay youwuhthe rudemultitude, tilM returne. 
^Jwriifo^ : Exit Salisbury 

IFarrvtckc drawee th K Curtains t a»djbewes ThskeHum- 
frey tn bn bed. 

King. Ah Vnkle G i oft e r, h eauen recei u e thy foule , 

Farewell poore Henries ipy now.thou art gone. 

- ^ 4r ' No , W ^isfoulethaptookeour lhape vponhim. 

To free vs from h|s Fathers droadfull curfej 

I am refolu d that violent, hands: were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

^ dlcadfu11 oach > fworne with a folemne tongue 
What infiance giues Lor.d^w/V^fopthcfe words ? * 

U^ar. Oft hand feene a timely parted Ghoft 
Of alhy femblance, pale andbloodlelTej 
But loe the blood is fctled in his face, 

More better coloured.then when hcliu’d. 

His well proportion d beard made rough and fierne* 

His fingers fpred abroad as one thac.graipt.for life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifd, the leaft of thefe are probable, . 

Jt cannot thoolc byi: he was murthpred. 

Suffolke, and. the C a r d i nal lh ad h i riv i chaxg e * 
nd they I truft fir^rc 110. murtheters. 

t Kt i k «.! ^ ..^11 t i ^ 
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war. I, but tis well knowne they were not his friends* 
And tis well feene hp fouad fome enemies* 

Card. But haue ye tip greater proofes then tbcfefe 
Whafccs ahejr^4p^d aijd bleeding freib,_ 

E $ 
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And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpeft t was he that made the {laughter ? 

Who finds the Partridge in the putcockes neft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloody beake ? 

Euen la fufpitious is this T ragedy. 

c^«Are you the Kyte Bedford, where* s his talents ? 

Is Suffolk? the butcher, where’s his knife ? 

Suffolk?. I wear no knife to {laughter fleeping men. 

Yet here’s a vengcfull fword rufted with eafe. 

That fhall be fcoured in his rancorous heart. 

That danders me with murthers Grimfon badge, 

Saydfthou dare, proud Lord ofWarwickflhire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humfries death. 

Exit Cardinal 

War. What dares not Warwick?, if falfe Suffolk? dare him ? 

Qh, He dares not calme his contumelious fpjric. 

Nor ceafeto be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolk? dare him twenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be flail, with reucrence may 1 fay it. 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence. 

Is {lander to your royall Maiefly. 

Suf. Blunt vvitted Lord, ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some fterne vntutor’dChurle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree flip.whofe fruite thou art. 

And neuer of the Neucls noble race. 

War. But that the guilt ofmurther bucklers thee. 

And I-fhouldrob thedcathfman of his fee. 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand Ihames; 

And that my foueraignes prefence makes mee mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees. 

Make thee cfaUe pardon for thy paffed 1'peech, 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 

That thou thy felfe was borne in baftardy. 

And after all this fearefuli homage done, 
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Glue thee tliy hire,and fend thee do wne to hell 
Pernicious blood-fucker offleeping men. 

Suf. Thou fliouldft be waking whilft I Hied thy blood 
Iffrom thisprefence thou dare go with mee. 

War. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 

^Warwick? puls him out. 

Exit Warwick? and Suffolk?, and then all the Commons within, cries 
downewith Suffolk?, downe with Suffolk?, rind then enter again! 
the Duke of Suffolk? and Warwick?, with their weapons drawne. * 
King. Why how now Lords i 
Suff. The traiterous Warwick?, with the men of Berry, 

Setall vpon me mightie Soueraigne, 

The Commons againe cries, downe with Suffolk?, downewith 
Suffolk?, jind then enter from them, the Earle 
of Salisburie. 

Salisb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me 
That vnleffe falfe Suffolkeherc be done to death, * 

Or bamlhed faire Englands Territories, 

That they will errefrom your highnefle perfon : 

They fay by him the good Duke Humfrey dyed, 

They fay by him they feare the ruine of the Realme, 

And therefore if you loue your fiibie&s wcale. 

They wifh you to banifh him from forth the landi 

Suf. Indeed tis like the Commons, rude vnpolilhthindes 
Would fend fuchmelfagctotheirSoueraigne : 

But youmy Lord were glad to be imploy’d. 

To try how quaint an Orator you were: 

But all the honour Salsbury hath got. 

Is, that he was the Lord Embaffador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to t he King; . The Commons cryes^ 

an wfaerc from the Kmg my Lord of Salsbury. 
JCtng.tjooa Salsbury go backe againe to them. 

Tell them we thanke them all for their kinde, care,; 

And had I not bene cited thus by their nieancs, ■ * 

My felfe had done it. Therefore heerc I fweare, 

If Suffolkc be found to breathe inany place 

WficreThaue rule,, but- three day-es more,he-tUes, .Ewr Salsbury 




£&° h Henry, reuerfe the doome of gentle Suffolkes banffo 
ment. 



King. Vagcnclc Queene to call him gentle Suffolk, 
Speake not for him,for in England helhall not reft. 

If I fay, I may relent,but if I iweare,it is irreuocable. 
Come good Warw'tcke , and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. * 

-Exit King.atdlVar mickey Manet JZu.andSuffdlk. 



Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two of you, the diuell make rhe third, 

Fie womanish man,canft thou not curfethy enemies? 

S«ff A plague vpon thcm,whereforc flnould I curfe them - 
Could curfe* kill as do the Mandrakes groncs, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fomany fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac d enuy in her loathforne caue. 

My tongue Ihould flumble in tDine earneft words 
Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire befixt on end, as onediftraught. 

And euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breake. 
Should I not curfe them.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe thengall,the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft lhade a groue of Cyprcfle trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull,like the ferpencs hifle. 

And boding fcritch owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darkefeated hell. 

Qu Enough fweete^«/ 0 %,thou torments thy felfe. 

Suff. You bad me ban, and w.11 you bid me ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am banifht from. 

Well could I curfe.away a winters night, 

And (landing naked on a Mountain* top. 

Where by ting cold would neuer let grailfe grow 
Arid ttenkeitbuta minute fpentinlport, - 
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£w»«.No more.Swecte hi c ,h« hc „« to tract 

Or !me where rbou vv.lt within this worlds dobc ’ 

lie haue ati Info that (halt findethee out * 

And long thou (halt not flay, but ile haue thee repeald 

Or venter to be bamlhed my felfe. V 

Oh let this kifTe be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feeft it,thou maift thinke on me. 

Away 1 fay,that I may feele mygriefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou ftandeft heere. 

Suffolk -Thus is poore Suffolk ten times banifoed. 

Once by the King.but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter ZJatvfe . 

QueeneMovt now.whither goes rawfe fo faft } 

Vawfc.T o hgnifie vntohis Maiefty, 

That Cardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad 
Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrus Ghofl 
And whifpers to his Pillow as to him, * 

And fometimes he cals to fpeakc vnto thcKing, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, 

That euen now he cald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good Vmfc and certifie the King. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men muft die, *** 

And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whilfl thou art heere ? 

S weete Suffolk hie thee hence to France, 

F ° r K ' n ^ do comc » thou furc muft die. 

,.,f/W- And « I go I cannot liue : but heere to die, 

VVhat were it elfe,but like apleafant flumber in thy lap? 

Heere could 1 breathe my foule into the ayre, 1 * 

as mildc and gentle as the new borne babe, 

with mothers dug bctwcenc his lips. 

Where from my fight Ifoould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thy body. 
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And then it liu d in fwcete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to dye in ieaft, 

From thee to dye,were torment more then death, 

Oh,let me ftay .befall what may befall. 

Queene. Oh mightft thou ftay with fafety ofthy life. 

Then {houldft thou ftay .but heauens deny it, 

And therefore go,but hope ere long to be repcald. 

S«jff.l goe. 

Queene. And take my heart with thee. 

She kiffetb him. 

Suff. A iewell lockt into the wofulft caske, 

That euer yet containd a thing of worth, 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo lunder we, 

This way fall I to death. Kxtt Snjfolke. 

^wm.This way forme. Exit Queene. 

Enter King and Salisbury, and then the Curtaines be drome, and the 
Cardinal!, is difeouered in hts bed , ratling and flaring as if he were 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me liue but one whole yeare, 

X*le giuethec as much gold as will purchafc luch another lilaud® 
King, Oh 3 fcc my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled*. 

Lord -Gardinall, remember Chrift muft fauc thy foule.- 
Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would you haue me to do then? 

Can 1 make men liue whether they will or no ? 

Sirra,go fetch me the poylon which the Pothicary fent me. 

Oh, fee where Duke Humfries ghoft doth ftand. 

And ftares me in the face.Looke,looke,coamc downe his naire, 
So now hee’s gone againe : Oh,oh,otn 

Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripehvs heart. 

Kin*. Lord Cardinall,if thou dieft affured of heauenly blifle. 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne to vs. Car. dies . 

Oh fee he dyes,and makes no figne at all. 

Oh God forgiue his foule. 

S 4 /.S 0 bad an end did neuer none behold, 

But as his death, fo was his life in all* 
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York and Lane alter. 

King* orbeare to iud g e,good Salsbury forbear*, 

For God will judge vs all. 

Go take him hence, and foe his funerals perform’d. 

Exit outness 

Alarmes within, and the Chambers bee difeharged, tike as it were a 
fight at fea. And then enter the faptaine of the /hip, and the Mo- 

fop. Bring forward thefe prisoners that fcorn’d to vceld, 

V nlade their goods with lpeed,and finckc their {hip. 

Here Maftcr, this prifoncr I giue to you. 

This other,the Mafters mate (hall haue. 

And U?a>er wkickrnore thou (halt haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfomeere theypafle. 

Sujfolke Sparer l Heftarteth. 

Water. How now, what doft feare me i 
Thou (halt haue better caufe anon. 

Suff. Itis thy name affrights me, not thy felfe. 

Ido remember wcll,a cunning wizzard told me 
That by Water I (hould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded, 

1$ Gualter, not Walter. 

Walter. Gm\ttt or Watcr,al s one to me, 

I am the man muft bring thee to thy death. 

SuffA am aGentleman,lookcon my Ring, 

Ranfomc me at what thou wilt.it (hall be paid. 

Walter. I loft mine eye in boording of the {hip, 

And therefore ere I Merchant-like fell blood for gold. 

Then cart me headlong downe into the fea. 
i.Prifin.But what fh all ourranfomes be i 
Tilai. A hundred pounds a peece eytbcipay that or dye. 
l.Vrifon. Then faue our hues, it (hall be paide, 

Water. Conic firra.thy life (hall be thcranlomc 1 vvil haue* 

Snjf. .Stay villaine,thy prifoncr is a Prince, 
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he Duke of Suffolk eJVittiam de la Pole . 

Ap.Thc Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 

Stiff, l fir, but thefe rags are no parfofthe Duke, 
one fometime went difguifde,and why not I ? 

C(jp.l,but lone was neuer flaine as thou (halt be. 
5#jf.BafeIady groome,King Henr.es blood, 

'he honourable blood of L/ancafier, 

Cannot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwainc, 
am fent ambaffador for the Queene to France, 

: charge thee waffe me crofle the channcll fafe. 

Cap. lie waffo thee to thy death, go W ater take him hence,. 
\nd on our long boates fide,chop off his head. 

Stiff. Thou dar’ft not for thine owne. 
ffap. Yes Pole, 

Suffolke. Pole. , , 

Cap. I Pole, puddle, kennell.finke and durr, 
lie flop that yawning mouth of thine, 

Thofe lipsofthine thatfo ofthauekift the 
Queene, (hall fweepe the grounded thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Hurtff tes death, 

Shalt liue no longer to infeft the earth. .. 

Suffolke. This villaine b.eing but Captaine of a Finms, 
Threatens more plaguesthcn mighty Abradae, 

The great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 

Cap. I but my deeds fhallftay thy furyfoone. 

Suffolke^ Haft not thou waited at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted with Queene Margaret ? 

Haft not thou kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop i 
and bate-head plodded by my footdooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when I lmilde on thee i 
This hand hath writ m thy defence. 

Then (hall l char me thee, hold thy lauifo tongue. _ 

Cap. Away with him Water, 1 fay,and offwtth his head. 

J Jrifon.Good my Lord.entreate him mildly for your life. 
^Jf.Firft let thisneckcftoupe to the axes edge. 

Before ^his knee do bovv to an j t/ 



1 



Saue 



_ , „ . J^hesndLancaBer. 

ctf m • G ° • °f 1,eauen > and W my King * 

Suftolkes imperial] tongue cannot plead 

To fuch aladiegroome, * 

water. Come, come, why do we let him fpeake ? 
r fonato haue his head for ranfome of mine eye. 

. Suff. A Swordar and Bandetto flaue 
Murthcrcd fweete Tully, 

Brutus baftard hand ftabd Iulius Caefar, 

AndSuffolke dyes by Pirates on the Teas. 

And rantomlcfie thi j prifoner Hull go free, ’ 

To fee it fa fe deliuered vn co her. 

Gome lets go. 

Enter two ofthe Rebels with tong fi ati es ^ 

Nteke. Then they had more neede to go to bed now 
But firra George, what’s the matter } ’ 

George, Why frralaek Cade the Dier of Afoford heere 
H e meanes to turns this }and,and fet a new nap on’t. 

Nteke. I marry he had need fo, for tis gro wne thred-bare 
iAvas neuer merry world wi th Vs, fmee thefe Gentlemen came 

n,,lcns ‘ ,et S wcjr “ ¥ 

comes elfe befidclacke Cade?. 

aSwnSr herCS Dickethebutche t, and Robin the Sadler 

andTom * WO °u in ^° ° Ur Nan laft Sunday,and Harry 

and Tom, and Gregory that (hould haue your ParnUl & a great 

Zir/ZT : f,om Ro t hen i r ' Md ft °“ *5£?£ 

terbury,and all the townes hereabouts,and we muft be al Lord, 
0r Sqf r «,affo° n e as Iacke Cade is King, WC raUtt be al ’ 
Nicie Hark c ,Harke I heare the Drum, they be comming 
Enter lacke Cade, T>icke Butcher, Robin, Will Tol $ 

Bony ,and t he reft with longfiduet, '' ? 

Oi& 
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The contention of the two 

fadtiVtocWimc (Hence. 

sill. Silence. r 

Cade. I Iohn Cade. To named for my valiancy. 

Dicke. Or rather forftcaling <d * cade ot fprats. 

Pedlers daughter indecd,8t fold manylaccs. 
Rabin. And now being not able to occupy her fun d packe. 

She wafheth buckes vp and downe the countrey. 

Cade Therefore 1 am honourably borne. 

S, I the field i» honourable, for hee vmborne vnder a 
hed«, &«iTe hit father had no other houfebu. the cage, 

am able to endure much. , .• 

Geone. That’s true, 4know he can endure any thing, 
jfor I haue feene him W hip r t w o rk c t d ay e s togit ver. 

Vicke. But metbinkes he ftiould feare the fire, eing o o 

M. God fane youv Mo.eny.^^ ^ Jn( , d[llAe 

Cade. I thanke you go, id p ( F . ) jnd h , ue „„ writing 

M "^ffitftrela^a«li.fbrd™astbn.8ineo 

,h “ 0,,e 

cannotabrdeit •^^.^c^.febmam. 

Will, Oh Captaincy prir-e. 






\ ill 



Torke and Lane After, 

account, I tooke him fetting of boyes copies, and he has a book 
in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade. Zounds he’s aGoniurcr, bring him hither. 

Now fir, whac’s your name ? 

Clarke. Emanuell fir.and it fhall pleafe ye. 

T)icke. It will go hard with you I tell ye. 

For they vfe to write that ore the top of Letters. 

Cade, What do ye vfe to write your name? Or do yod as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally ? 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praife God I haue bene fo wel broght 
vp, that I can write mine owne name. 

Cade. Oh he has confeft, go hang him with his pen and take- 
home about his necke. Exit one with the Clarke, 

Enter Tom. 

Tom. Captaine, Newes,newes,fir Httmjrej Stafford wd his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he? 

Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equal! him, 11* make my felfe Knight,. 
Kneele downe Iohn Morccme-r, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights? 

Tom. I his brother. 

fade. Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

He k&ights him. 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now found vp the drum,- . 

Enter Sir Htimfrey Stafford and his Brother t with 
Drum and Soldiers. 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated flaues, I pafle not a piny 
Tis to you good people that! fpeake. 

Staf. Why Country-men, what meaneyou thus in troopes^ 

To follow this rebellious Traitor Cade ? 

Why his Father was a’brick -layer* 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ?■">; 

But I come ofche:Mortemers*- 
Staf. I, the Dukcof Y orkc Hath taught you that. 

Cade V 
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The contentmef the im famous Houfes, 

Cade, The Duke of Y otke, nay I karnt it my felfe. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of March, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter. 

Staf. Well, that’s true : But what then i 

Cade. And by her he had two cfoUdtcn at a birth. 

Staf. That’s falfe. 

fade. I, but I fay tis true. 

All. Why then tis true. 

fade. And one of them was ftolne away by a begger-woman. 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

Afa%.Nay looke you, I know was true ; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickes are aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for his 
fathers fake, in whofe time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 
French Crownes, l am content that he fhall be King as long as 
he liues : marry alwaies prouidcd,Ue be ProtcCior ouer him. 

Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wee’ll haue the Lord Sayes head, and the 
Duke of Somerfcts, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of Anioj 
and Moyne, and felling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer fince,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puiffance held it vp. And befidcsj they can 
fpcake French, and therefore they are Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prethee ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not ? 

And then can he that ipeakes with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubieft ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vntothe Kings mer- 
cy ,and he wil pardon thec and thefe, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds? 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come tome and he will, and then lie 
pardon him, or otherwaies ilehatichis Crowne Mill him, ere it 
belong; ■ fij > 

Staf. Go Herald, proclaimc in all the Kings Townes, 

That thole that wiMorfakc theRcbell Cade, 

Shall 



torke and Lancafler. 

Shall haue free pardon from his Maiefty. 

Exit Stafford and b is men^ 
Cade. Come firs,S.George for ys and Kent. Exit omnes. 

4 

Alar met to the battell, where fir Uumfrey Stafford and his brother 
are both flaine, Then enters l ache Cade 
againe, and therefi. 

Cade. Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haft i fought to day moft vali- 
antly, and knockt them down as if thou hadft bin in thy flaugh- 
ter-houfe,andthusI will reward thee : The Lent (hall bee as 
long againe as it was, and thou (halt haue licenfe to kil for four- 
fcore and one a week e. Drum ftrike vp, tfor now weel march to 
London, and to morrow I mean to fit in the Kingsfeat at Weft- 
minftcr. Exit omnef 

Enter the King reading of a Letter , and the Qttyene with the 
Duke ofSuffolkes head , and the Lord Say ^ 
with others. 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flaine, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me. 

He come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet (lay, lie reade the Letter once againe ; 

Lord Say, Iacke Cade hathfolemnly vow’d to haue thy head. 
Say . I, but I hope your highneffe (hall haue his. 

King. How now Madam, dill lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I fearc my Loue if I had bin dead,thou.woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

Qu. No my loue, I fhould nottnourne, but dye for thec. 

Enter a Mejfenger . 

Mef Oh flyemy Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper: . 

And that monftrous Rebel! Cade, hath fworne 
To crowne himfelfc King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flyc niy Lord,and poft to Killingworth, 

King Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An asmy vp, and mcctc with the Rebels, j 



Come 
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me comemtun cjtne twojamom tioufes , 

Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth*. 

Come on Lord Say, go thou along with vs* 

For feare the Rcbell Cade do finde thee our. 

Say. My innocence my Lord fha^pleade for me. 

And therefore with your highnefie Ieaue,Ile ftay behind* 

King . Euen as thou wilt my Lord Say >• 

Come Madam, let vs go. Exit omttet 



Enter the S or d Styles vpon the Tower 
walles walking. 

L. Styles . How now, is lacke Cade flainc ? 

I .fit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flainc, 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing all thole that withftand them. 

The Lord Mayor craueth aide ofyour honor from the Tower, 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Lord Ska. Such aide as I can fpare, you fhall command. 

But I am troubled heere with them my felfe,. 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower, 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head , 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffc: 

Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your liues, 

And fa farewell, for I muft hence againe* 

Exit omnes .. 

Enter lacke Cade , and the reft,, and /hikes his / word vpon 
London ft one. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command. 

That the firft yeare of our reigne, 

The piffjng Cundit tun nothing but red wine. 

And now henceforward, it fhall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortemer. 



Enter a fettldier, 

SW.IackeCade, lacke Cade. 
Cade. Zounds knock* him downe. 
IDicty My/Lord, 



They kft him 





Torke and Lane after. 

Ther’s an Army gathered together into Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them. 

But firft go on and fet London-bridge a fire. 

And if you can, burnc dowriPthe Tower too! 

Come let’s away. Exit omnes 



Marines, and then sJMathew Goffe is Jlaine, and all the reft 
with him. Then enter lacke Cade a- 
game and his company. 

Cade. So firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 
Others to the Innes ofCourt,-downe with them all. 

Dick. I haue a fute vnto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordfhip Dicke, and thou (halt haue it 
For that word. 



2?/<%.That we may go bume all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe. 

And nothing vfed but the fcore and Tally. 

Cade. Dicke it fhall be fo,and henceforward all things fhall 
be in common. 



vvny v, aw,,. mai oi me siun or aninnocent 

Lambe parchment fhould be made,& then with a little blotting 
ouerwith inke,a man fhould vndo himfelfe. 

Some faies tis the bees that fting, but I fay tis their waxe,fbr 
I am fure I neuer feal’d to any thing but once, and I was neucr 
mine owne man fince. 

Nick. But when (hall we take vp thofe commodities 
Which you told vs of 

Cade.Marry he that will luftily ft 3n d to it, fhall take vp thefe 
commodities following: Item,a gown, a kirtle, a petticoat,and 
afmocke. Enter George. 

II>L G f; My Lord,aprize,a prize, heres the Lord Say, 

Which fold the Townes in France. 



t c ff <? ‘5^ omc ^ it b'”' thou Say, thou George, thouBuclcrum 
Lord,Whatanfwercanftthou make ▼ntomymightincfle, for 
dcliucring vp the Townes in France to Mounfier bus mine cue, 
the Dolphin of France ? 

G» 



And 





The contention oftfie two yamom Houfes, 

Anymore then fo, thou haft moft traitoroufly ere&ed aGram- 
mat fchoole, to infe<ft the youth ofthe Realme, and againft the 
Kin^s Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mjllj.nay. 
it wfll bee faide to thy face, that thfci keep’ft men in thy houfer 
that daily reads ofbookes with red letters. Sc talks ofa Nowne 
and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable words as no Chriftian eare 

is able to endure it. . „ n . . 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certaine Juftices of 
the Peace, in euery (hire, to hang honeft men that fteal for their 
lining, and becaufe they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caufe,they were moft worthy to liue. 

Thou ridefton a foot-cloth, doft thounot ? 

Say. Yes, whatofthat? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horle wcare a, 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy fclfe, goes in his hofe & 
doublet. 

Say. You men of Kent.l 
All. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but 'Bonatena, 

Cade. Bonum terum, zounds what’s that ? 

T>icke. He lpeakes French, 

mil. No tis Dutch* „ . 

Niche. No tis Outalian, I know it well enough.] 

%.Kent (in the Commentaries Csfar wrote) 

Term’d it the ciuilft place of all this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me butlpeake, 

1 fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou fliake thy head io , 

Say. It is the palfie, and notfearc that makes-me* 

Cade. Nay, thou noddft thy head at vs, as who wouldft fay,. 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away : 

But ile make thee fureenough now I haue thee. 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheape.ftde,.and choppe off his 

head, and then go to Mile-end greenc to fir lames Cromer his 

foivin Law, and cut off his head too, and bring them to me vp- 

There. 



of forke and Lancaster. 

There (hall not a Nobleman weare a head on his fhoulders 
But he (hall pay me tribute for it. * 

Nor there (hall not a maide be married, but be (hall fee to mee 
for her. 0 

May den-head or elfe, Ile haue it my felfe : 

Marry I will that married men (hall hold of me in capite 

And that their wiues (hall be as free as heart can think.or coone 
can tell. & 

Enter Robin. 

Rob. O Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 

CW.Runneto Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch andElaxe, and 
quench it. , 

Enter'DicheandaSargeant. ’ 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir,, let me haue iuftice of 
this fellow hcere. 

Cade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauilht my wife. 

Dick. Why my Lord he would haue reftedme. 

And 1 went and entred my A ftion in his wiues paper houle. 

Cade. D»tke follow thy fine in her common place, 
lourhorfon villaine, you are a Sergeant, you’i 
Take any man by the throatefor tweluepence i 
And reft a man when he is at dinner 
And haue him to prifon ere the meate be out on’s mouth. 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging 

Hough him for running, and to conclude, 

Brauc him with his ownemace. 

_ , , Exit with the Sargeant, 

Enter two with the Lord Say es head } andfr James 
Cromers, vpon two poles. 

So, come carry them beforeme, and at euery lanes enddet them 
Stifle together. 4 * 

Enter the Dsthe ofBttckingham, and LordClifford, the 
Earle of Cumberland. 

Clif. Why Countrey .men, and warlike friends of Kenti 
W hat meanes thefe mutinous rebellions. 

That you inutEoopes do mufter thus your felues, 

■ G j, 





The contention of, the two famous Houfes t 
V nder the conduit of this T raitor Cade ? 

To rifeagainft yourSoueraigne Lord and King, 

Who mildly hath his pardon fent to you. 

If you forfake this monftrous Rebell heere t 
If honor be the marke whereat you.ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers won. 

And win againe that thing which now is loft. 

And leaue to feeke your Countries ouerthrow. 

All. A Cliffords Clifford. 

They forfake Cade 

Cade. Why how now,wil you forfake your general. 
And ancient free dome which youhaue poffeft? 

To bend your fieckes vnder their feruiic yokes, 

Who if you ftir,will ftraight way hang you vp. 

But follow me, and you (hall pull them downe. 

And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 
All. A Cade, a Cade. 

They run to Cade againe, 

flif. Braue warlike friends, heare me but fpcake, 
Refufe not good whilft it is offered you : * 

The King is mercifull.then yeelde to him. 

And I my felfe will go along with you 
T o Winfore Caftle, whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 

All.h Clifford,a Clifford, G od faue the King. 
Cade. Bow like a feather is thisrafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe fliall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his fiajfe , 
and then flies away. 



"Sue. Go fome and make after him, and proclaime, 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. Exit om. 




Enter 



■ 









T 



c ofTorke and 

kJTZaI ” 1 m i ,h ' MiSmtrrn 

Cad. T S ° mmcrr "> wh« ««es heare you of .he Rebel! 

Had/, 

The Rebell Cade had bene fuppreft ere this 1 
And all thereft that do take pm with him/ 

And offer their hues before your highneffc feete 

fr/n Ut tcl1 mc Clifford, is their Captainc heere 

42®: v l j> *&***■ 

a thoufand crownes. Bucmavi/ , ut r rin Shis head fhallhaue 
thefe their faults, that by thefe tmitors^e ^ Ma ‘ £fty , to P ardon 

For you did take in hand you know not wh a t P ’ 

And go m peace obedient to your King,. 

Whi fiHcn^r 5 an , d y ° U ^ a11 not want, 

Whdft Hen ry hues, and weares the Engli/h Crownc 

Aff God faue the King, God faue the King. 

Th 5f t Come kt V / ha[i to P° n don now wifh fpcede 
That folemne proceffions may be fun- P * 

In laud and honor of the God ofheauen 

And triumphs of this happy vnftorie. * r •. 

ntiT ° ne and at the other, CM, A/eZnfo™ 

Eydenandhss men and lacke Cade lies downpic- 
o hear bis. and eat in? the m 

Ihfteifiaol LOr f ‘‘ 4 country life, 

4 s little land my father left me heere, 3 

« well, 

JlUhe pIeafnrcs in the Court can yeeld, 

M-OS; 
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The contention of the two famous Houjee, 

Nor would I change this pleafurefor the Court. 

Cade . Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle : Stand willaine, 
thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Crownes 
for my head: but ere thou goeft, ile make thee eate yron like an ^ 
Eftridge, and fwallow my fword like a great pin. * 

Eyden. Why fawcy companion, why ftiould I betray thee ? 

Ift not enough that thou haft broke my hedges, _ 

And enter’d into my ground, without the leaudpf me the owner 
But thou wilt braue me too. $ 

Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood of the 
Realme. Lookc on me well, I hauc eate no meat this flue daies, 
yet if do not leaue thee and thy flue men as dead as a dore naile, 

I pray God I may neuer eate grafie more. 

Eyden. Nay, it (hall neuer be faid whilft the world ftands. 

That Alexander Eyden an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifhtman. 

Lookc on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine, 

And euery way as bigge: then hand to hand 
lie comb at with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And ftandyou all afide. 

Cade. Now fword, if thou doft not hew this burly-bon'd churl 
into chines of beefe, I would thou mightft fall into fome Smiths 
hand, and be turn’d to hobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight, and Cade fals downe » 

Cade. Oh Villaine,thou haft flaine the flower ofKent for chi- 
ualry, but it is famine and not thee that has done it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wari- 
ted this fiue dayes, and ile fight with you all. And fo a poxe rot 
thee, for Iackc Cade mu ft dye. He dyes. 

Eyden. lacke Cade: And was this that monftrous rebel which 
lhaue flaine? 

Oh fword,ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 



Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age. 
For this great feruice thou haft done to me. 
Ile drag himhence, and with my fword 
Cut off his head, and beare it to the King. 



Exit. 

Enter 



Torkeand Lancaster. 

Enter the Duke of IT orke veith Drum and Soldiours . 

Torke. In armes from Ireland comes Yorlce amaine. 

Ring belles aloud.bonfires perfume the ayre, 

To entertaine faire Englands royall King. 

* Ah San&a Afaiefta, who would not buy thee deare i 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

But foft.who comes heere, Buckingham, what newes with him ? 
5#c^Y°rke,ifthoii mcane well,I greetethee fo. 
/^.Humphrey of Buckingham.welcome I fweare : 
What,comes thou in loue,OF as a Mffenger ? 

HuclCl come as aMeflenger fro our dread Lord &foueraigne, 
Henry. To know, the reafon of thefe armes in peace - 
Or that thou being a fubieift as I am, 

Shouldft thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas the perfon of the King doth keepe ? 

Torke. A fubicfft as he is ! 

Oh how I hate thefe fpitefullabiedf tearmes. 

But Yorke diflemble, till thou meete thy fonnes, 

Who now in Armes experft their fathers fight, 5 
And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 

Humfirey Dukeof Buckingham, pardon me. 

That I anfwer’d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

I came to remouc that monftrous rebell Cade, 

And heaue proud Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafely yeelded vp the Townes in France. 

"Buckj Why that was preemption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otberWife then fo. 

The King doth pardon thee, and grantt to thy requeft, ~ a 
And Somerfet is fent vnto the Tower. 

Tor'te. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Bucks Torke, he is vpon mine honour. 

Torke. Then before thy face, I heere difmifle my troopes. 

Sirs, meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you fhallreceiue your pay of me. 

Exit Soldiers. 

Buck. Come 2V^,thou fhalt go fpeake vnto the King, 

But fee, his grace is comming to meete with vs. 



Enter 
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The contention of the two fmom Houfcs , 

Enter King Henry. 

K<’»ff.How now Buckingham , is Yorke friends with vj, 

That thus thou brihgfthim hand in hand with thee i 
Bucktfc is my Lord, and hath difcharg’d his troopes. 

Which came with him,but as your Grace did fay, 

To heaue the Duke of Somerfet from hence. 

And to fubdue the Rebels that were vp. c 

King. Then welcome coulin Yorke, giue me thy hand, 

And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs, 

Againft thofe traiterous Irifh that rebeld. 

Enter Ultafter Eyden with Iacke Cades head. 

Eyden, Long line King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe hcere my Lord vponmy bended knees, 

I heere prefent the traiterous head ot Cade, 

That hand to hand in Angle fight 1 flue. 

Kwj.Firft thanks to heauen,and next to thee my friend. 

That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did worke me and my land fuch cruell fpight, 

A yifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepc trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 

Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence, and thou for thy reward 
Shalt be immediately created Knight. 

Kncele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent. 

iGwg.Then rile vp Alexander Eyden, Knight, 

And for thy maintenance,! freely giue 
A thoufand markes a yeare to maintainc thee, 

Befide the firme reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofe that could performethis worthy afte. 

And thou ftialt waite vpon the perfonofthe King. 

Ejden. I humbly thanke your grace,»nd I no longer Hue, 
Then I proue iuft and loy all to my King. ^ 

Enter 



YcrlcandLanciZsi . 

Enter the Queene with the Duke of Sower f., 

King, O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet conacs,. 

Bid him go hide himfclfe till Yorke be gone. 

Queen. He ftiall not hide himlelfe for feare of Yorke, 

But beard and braue him proudly to his face. 

Yorke. Who’s that, proud Somerfet at liberty ? 

Bafe fearefull Henry that thus dilbonor’ft me, 

By heauen,th ou {halt not gouerne ouer me : 

I cannot brooke that T raitors prefence here. 

Nor will I fubie& be to fuch a King, 

That knowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Rcfigne chy Crowne proud Lancaftcr to me, 

That thou vfurped haft fo long by force. 

For now is Yorke refolu’d to claime his owno. 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne. 

Somer.Proud traitor ,1 areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yeeld thee felfe Yorke, 

For heere I fwearc thou fhalt vneo the Tower, 

For thefe proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

King A hou art decciu’d,my fonnes (ball be my bailc. 

And fend thee there in defpight of him. 

Hoe.wherc are you boyes i 

Qwene.CM Clifford hither prefently. 

Enter the Duke of Tories fonnes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-backe Richard at the one doore,with Drum and Soldiers: & 
at the other doore, enter Clifford and his Jonne, with Drumme and 
Soldiours,and Clifford knee/es to Henry, and fpeakes. 
flifff . Long liue mynoble Lord.and foueraigne King. 

Yorke. We thanke thee Clifford, 

Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou didft miftake,we pardon thee,kncele againe. 

Chjf. Why,I did no way miftake,this is my King. 

What is he mad ? To bedlam withhim. 

King. I,a bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 
T o leuie armes againft his lawfull King. 

Clif. Why doth not your grace fend him to the Tower ? 

H a Quern. 
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gueene.Hc is arrefted,but will not obey. 

His fonnes he faith,(hall be his baile, 

Yorke . How fay you boyes,will you not ? 

Edward.Ycs noble father, if our words will feme, 

Richard. A nd if our words will not,our fwords fhall . 

?V%.Call hither to the ftake.my two rough Beares. 

King . Call Buckingham, ind bid him armehimfelfe, 

Yorke . Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haft. 

Both thou and they (hall curfe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one doorejhe Earles of Salisbury and Warwicke, with Drum 
and Soldiours. ^ind at the other doorc, the Duke of Buckinghams, 
with Drum and Soldiours. 

Cliff Sxe thefe thy Beares ? wee’l baitethem foone, 

Defpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

War . You had beftgo dreame againe, 

To keepeyou from the tempeft of the field. 

Clif.l am refolu 'd to beare a greater ftorrae. 

Then any thoucanft coniure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thyBurgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houftiould badge, 

If^ar . Now by my fathers age,oldcNeuils creft. 

The rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe, 

This day ile wearealoft myburgonet. 

As orva Mountainetop the Cedar fihowes. 

That keepes his lcaucs in fpight of any ftorme, 

Eucn to affright thee with the view thereof. 

C///. And from thy burgonetwill I rend the beare. 

And tread himvnderfoote with all contempt, 

Defpight the beare-ward that process him fo. 

Tong Clif. AiidCo reno wmedSoueraigue to armes. 

To quell thefe Traitorsand their complices. 

Richard. Ftc,C\\inty for fhame,fpeake it notin fpight, 
Foryou fhall fupwithlefus Chrift tonight. 

Yong Cltf . Foule Stigmatickethou canft not tell. 
i?fckNd,forifnotin heaucn.you’l fordy fup in hell. 

Sxitomues . Alarms 



Sorfo *nd LAncA&er. 

Alarms to the battaile, and then enter the Duke ofSomerfet and Ri- 
chard fightings and Rtchard kjls him vnder thefgne of the CaftU 
tnS.Albones. 

Rich. So, Lie thou there,and tumble in thy blood. 

What’s hecre,the figne ofthe Caftle ? 

Then the Prophcfie is come to paffe. 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S. Albones, 

Somerfet hath made the Wizzard famous by his death. Mxit-i 
Aldrmes againe, and enter the Earle of warwicke alone. 
Warwick- Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwickecais. 



Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries dofill the empty aire : 

Clifford l fay,come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 

. Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his numbering Curtclax,throgh the fainting troops 
to finde thee out. 

Warwicke ftand ftill,and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Yorke. 

War . How now my Lord,what a foote ? 

Who kild your horfe i 

Yorke. The deadly haodpf Clifford, Noble Lord. . 

Fiuehorfe this day flaine vnder me. 

And yet braue Warwicke. I xemaine aliue. 

But I did kill his horfchelqu’d fo well. 

The bonieft gray that ere.was bred in North. 

</■ H j ;. 







Tbec6nL.: „n6f tu6 mo famous mufc* y 

Enter Clifford, and Warwick? offers to fight with him . 

Hold Warwick?, and feeke thee out fome other chafe, 

My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

War . Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne thou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as 1 intend to profper well to day. 

It gtieues my foule to Jeaue thee vnaffailde. 

Exit Warwick?. 

Tbr^e.Now Clifford, fince we are fingled heere alone. 

Be this the day of doome to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lancafter. 

Ciiffrrd.hnA. heere I (land, and pitch my foote to thine. 
Vowing neuer to ftir,tiil thou or I be (laine. 

For neuer (hail my heart be fafe at reft, 

Till I haue fpoild the hatefull houfe of Torke. 

Alarmes,and they fight, and Torke kils Clifford , 
TV^e.Now 'Lane after fit furc.thyfinewes fhrinkc. 

Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of Torke . 

Exit Torke, 

Alarmes, then enter young Clifford alone, 

Tong Clifford, Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight, fee where he breathleffc lies, 

All fmeardand weltred in his lake-warme blood. 

Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 
Sweetefather,to thy murdred ghoft Ifweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of Torke , 

Nor neuer {hall I fieepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death, 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on his back?. 

And thus as old Anktfes fonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Greekes, 

Euen fo will I.But ftay,heer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 

Setter 



Torke and Lancafter . 

Enter Richard, and then Clifford layes downe his father, fighttswith 
him , and Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight. 

But I will after thee, and once againe 
( When I haue borne my father to his T ent) 
lie try my fortune better with thee yet. 

' ixityong Clifford with his Father, 

tsflarmes againe, and then enter three or fours, bearing the Duke 
of "Buckingham wounded to his 7" ent. 

Alar me s ft ill, and then enter the King and Queene. 

Queene. Away my Lord, and flye to London ftraight, 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, ftand not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to Londonlet vs haft. 

And fummon vp a Parliament with (peede. 

To ftop the fury ofthefe dyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene . 

Alar mes, and then a ftourijh , and enter the Duke of 
Torke, Edward,and Richard. 

Torke . How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

I hope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights... 

But did you fee old Sals bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

I would not for the Ioffe of this right hand, 

That ought but well betidethat good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I law him in the thickeft throng. 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes. 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe. 

And thrice this hand did fet him vp againe. 

And ftillhe fought with courage gainft his foes. 

The boldeftjpirited man that ere mine eyes beheld, . 
inter r 








The contention sf the two famous Houfes , 
Enter Salisbury andwarwickfr 
Edward. See noble Father .where they both do come. 
The onely props vn to the houfe of Yorke. 

Sal. Well haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 
And thou braue bud of York's encreafinghoufe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee, for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu’d my life. 

2V%»What fay you Lords,the King is fled to London ? 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

VVhat faies Lord Warwick?, (hall we' after them ? 

War. After them.nay before them if we can : 

Now by my faith Lords,t*was a glorious day, 

Saint e^/Wibattaile wonneby famous Yorke, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch dayes as thefe,to vs befall. 

Exitomet. 
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Richard Duke of Y orke, and the 
good t\ing Henrie the 
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*[ Enter Richard Duke of York?, the Earle of Warwick? , the Duke of 
Norfolk e, Mar<jueffe Mount ague, Edward Earle of March, then 
(frooke hacks Richard, and the young Earle of Rutland with drum 
and fouldiers y with white Rofes in their hats. 
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Warwick?. 

i* Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands, 
j York?. Whilft wepurfu’d the horlemen ofthe 
' North, 

He flilyftoleaway and left his men ; 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike eares could neuer brooke re- 
treat. 

Charg’d our maine battels front, and there with him | 

Lord Staffordznd Lord Clifford all abreft 




Edward. Lord Staffords Father, Duke ofBuckingham, 

Is either flaine or wounded dangeroufly, 

I I 
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I deft his Belter with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

< JWont . And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltlhires blood. 
Whom I encounter’d as the batcailes ioyn’d. 

‘Rflb. Spcake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Yorke. What is your G race dead my Lord of Somerfct t 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of Iohn of Gattnt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fhape King Henries head. 

Wat. And fo do I victorious Prince of Yorke, 

Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, 

Which now the houfe of Lancafter vfurpes, 

■I vow by heauen, thefe eyes (hall neuer clofe. 

This is the Palace of that fcarefull King, 

And that the regall chaire : PoflelTe it Yorke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

TV^.Ailift me then fweet Warwicke, and I will : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf, Weell all a (fill thee, and he that flyes (hall die. 1 
York; Thankcs gentle Norfolkc. Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiersftay you heere,and lodge this night. >. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Vnleffe he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s flay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall this be call’d, 

Vnlefle Plantagexet Duke of Yorke be King, 

And baflifull Henry be depofde, whofe cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Yorke. Then leauc me not my Lords : for now I meane 
To take pofieflion of my right. 

War. Neither the King, nor him that loues himbeft. 

The proudeftbird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicke fhake his bcls. 

He plant PUntagenet : and roote him out who dares i 
Refolue thee Richard, claime the Englifli Crowne. 

Enter king Henry the flxt,with the D . ofExcefter, the Earle of Nor - 
thumherUndyhe Earle of Wefl merland, and Clifford the Earle of 
Cumberland, with red Rofes in their hats. 

King* 



Torke and Lancafter. 

King. Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rebell (its, 

Euen in the chaire of State : belike he meanes 
(Back’d by the power of IP'arwicke that falfe Peere) 

To afpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 

Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy father. 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge, 

On him, his Tonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 

North. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’d on me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteele. 
Wefl. What? (hall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, ] cannot fpeake. 

King, Be patient gentle Earle of Wefimerland, 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durft not fit there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heerein the Parliament, 

Let vs affailethe family of Yorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it fo.' 

King. O know you not the Citty fauours them, 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke. 

Exet, But when the Duke is flaine,theyl quickly fiye. 

King. Far be it from the thoughts of Henries heart, 

T o make a (hambles of the Parlament houfe : 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou faCiious Duke of Yorke, defeeud my Throne, 

I am thy foueraigne. 

Yorke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. 

Exet, For fhame come downe, he made thee Duke of Yorke. 
Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet . Thy father was a T raitor to theCrowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

In following this vfurping Henry. 

(flif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturall King. 

War. True Chfford,and thats Richard Duke of Yorke. 

King, And (hall I (land while thou fitft in my Throne? 

Yorke. Content thy felfe, it muft and (hall be fo» 

War. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

Ia Weft 
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Weft. Why ? he is both King aud Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Earle ofWeftmerland {hall maintaine. 

War, And Warwick* fhall difprooue it, Y ou forget 
That we arc thofe thatchac’d you from the field 
And (lew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Ctcty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwick?, I remembci’t to my greefe : 

And by hisfoulc, thou and-thy houfe fhall rew it. 

Weft. Hunt age net of thee atid of thy fonnes. 

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, lie hauemoreliues,. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

Clif. Vrge it no more, lead in reuenge thereof, 

I fend thee Warwicke fuch a nieffenger. 

As firall reuenge his death before 1 fibre. 

War. Vooxc Clifford, how Tfcotne thy worthleffe threats. 
Torke. Will ye we fhew our Title to the Crowne, 

Orelfe our fwords fhall pleade it tn the field ? 

King. What Title haft thou Traitor.tothe Crowne?. 

Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke : 

Thy Grand father Roger Mortiiner Earle of March. 

I am the fonne ofHenry the fift, who tam’d the French, 

And made the Dolphin ftoope, and feiz’d vpon 
Their Townes and-Prouinces^ 

War. Talkc not of France fince thouhaftloft it all.. 

King. The Lord Protcft or loft i t, and not I, 

When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 

T^ch. Y’are old enough now, and yet methinkes you lofe s 
Father, tearethe Crowne frointhe Vfurpers head. 

Ediv. Dofo fweet father, fet iron your head. 

Mont . Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honour’d armes. 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

Rich, Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will flyc. 
Torki f. Peace fonnes. 

North. Pea<?e thou; and giue King Henry \eit\ic to fpeake. 
King. hhPUntagenet, whyfeek’ft thou to depofeme ? 

Are we not 'oox\\Rlapttagenetsby birth ? 

And from two brotberslmsaliy de&ene ? 

Suppofe 




tf Torke end LanctHer. 

Suppofe by right and equity thou be King : 

Thinkft thou, that I will leaue my Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and my Grandfire fate ? 

No, fir ft fhall warre vnpeople this my Realme,i 
I and our Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding fheet. Why faint you Lords? 

My Titles better farre than his. 

W or. Proue ic Henry, and thou flvalt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqucftgot the Crowne. 
Torke. Twas by rebellion gainft his Soucraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my Titles wcake. 

Tell me, may not, aKing adopt an heirc ? 

War. What then ? 

King. Then am I lawful! King. Vox Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth. 

Whole heire my Father was, and I am his, 

Torke. I tell thee he rofc againft him being his Soucraigne, 
And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

IR'ar. Suppofe my Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that werepreiudiciall to the Crowne ? 

Exet. No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the nextheyre muftfucceede and reigne. 

King. Arc thou againft vs Duke of Exeter * 

Sxet. Hisis the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King. AH will reuolt from me, and turne to him. 

North. Plant agenet, for all the claime thou laift, . 

Thinke not King Henry fhall be thus depofde. 

War. Dcpofd he fhall be in defpightof thee. 

AV.Tuih Wanvicke, thou artdeceiu’d : 

Tis not chy Southerne powers ofEfTeXjSuffolke, Norfolkep 
And Kent, that makes thee thus prefumpeuous and proud, , 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpightof me. 

ffitf. Ring Henry be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Afford v owes to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and fwallow me alsue 

J.-3 Wlier^., 







The contention of the two f motes Houfes , 

Where I dokneele to him that flew my Father. 

King. O Clifford, how thy words rcuiue my foulc. 

Yorke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What mutter you ? Or what confpireyou Lords ? 

War, Do right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men, ? 

Enter Soldiers. 

And ouer the Chaire of flate where now he fits. 

Write vp his Title with thy vfurping blood. 

King. O Warwick^, heare me fpeake : 

Let me but reigne in quiet while 1 hue. 

Yorke. Confirme the crowne to me, and to mineheires. 

And thou (halt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. 

King. Conuey thefouldiers hencc,and then I will. 

War. Captaine conduit them into Tuthill fields. 

Clif t What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon;? 

War. V Vliat good is this for England and himfelfc ? 

North. Bafe, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfe and vs ? 

Wefi, I cannot flay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queene. Exit, 

North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. ' Exit 

Clif. In dreadfull war mayft thou be oucrcome. 

Or Hue in peace abandond and defpifd* Exit. 

Exet . They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not yeeldc my 
Lord. ' 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

War. Why fhouid you figh my -Lord ? 

King. Not for my felfe Lord Warwick*, but my fonne, 

V Vhom I vnnaturally {hall difinherit. 

But be it as it may. Ihcere intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally, 

That heere thou take an oath. 

To ceafc thefe ciuill broyle»,and whilft I liue 
To honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

Yorks That oath L willingly take,and will performe. 

War. 



of Yorke and LamBer, 

^r.Long liue King Henry. Plantagenct embrace him. 

Ktng. And long hue thou,and all thy forward fonn« 

^•N° W Y^a^La n cafter^3ir 

Exet.Accurd be he that feckes to make them foes. 

> Sound Trumpets, 

Yorke , My Lord ,Ile take my leaue 
For He to Wakefield, to my Caftlc. 

... . .... Pxi* Yorke with hU formes. 

5£A d J 5 keeP KT L ° n ? on wkh nj y l° u ldiors. Exit 

JStorf. And lie to Norfolke with my followers. fl' 

tjtfont. and I to the fea from whence I came. ' .££ 

Enter the Queene and the Prince* 

Queene . Nay ftay,or elfc lie follow thee. 

Kftg, Bc p.acient gentle Qucene,and then He ftay. 

Queen. Tlmt patience can there be f ah timerous mam 
Thou haft vndolie thy felfe,thy fonnc.and me 
and giuen our rights vnto the houfe of Yorke* 

?° u 3 Kin g’ and wilt he for’eft to yeeld f 
Had I bene there, the fouldiers ftiould haue toft 
Me on their Iaunces points, before I would haue 
Granted to their wils.The Duke is made 
Prote&or of the Land : Sterne Fawconbridge 
Commands the narrow Teas : and thinkft thou then 
Tofteepe fecure? Ihecre diuorceme Henry 
From thy bcd,vntill that afte of Parliament 
Be recald wherein thou yeeldeft to the houfe of Yorke. 

L'linf 1 '™ ^ords that haue forfvvorne thy colours. 

Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread, 
and fpread they fhalt vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,lcts away,and leaue him heere alone. 

Aw^Scay gentle Margaret y and heare me fpeake. 

^«.Thou haft fpoke too much already, therefore be ftill. 

Gentle lonnc Edward, wilt thou ftay with me ? 

J,to be murdered by his enemies.* 



Exit. 

‘Prince. 
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The contention of the mo fammHoufe^ 

Prin. When 1 retume with victory from the field, 
lie fee your Grace, till then He follow'her. Exit, 

King, Poore Queenc.her loueco me and tothe Prince her fon 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 

Reuenged may fhe be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, day thou heere, 

For Clifford and thofe North erne Lords be gone, 

I fearc towards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke. 

Enter Edward, and Richard,and Montague* 

Edvo. Brother, and cofen Montague, giue meleaue to (peake, 
£/c6.Nay,I can better play the Orator. 

Mont. But I haue reafons ftrong and forceable. 

Enter the Duke of Torke . 

Torke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your felues l 
Kjch. No Father, but a fweete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs, The Crowne of England father. 

Torke. The Crownc boy, why Henries yet aliue. 

And I haue fworne that he (ball reigne in quiet till his death. 

Ed. But I would'breakc an hundred oaths to reigne one ycare. 
Rich. And if it pleafc your Grace to giue me leaue, 
lie fhew your Grace the way to fauc your oath. 

And difpofPcfle King Henry from the Crowne. 

Torke. I prethc Dicke let me heare thy deuice. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord. 

An Oath is of no moment. 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate. 

Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace ftands bound to him by Oath/ 

Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. 

Tork^e- 1, faift thou fo boy ? why then it fhall be fo. 

I am refolu’d to win the Crowne, or dye. 

Edward , thou (halt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobhatn, 

With whom theKcntifhmen yyil! willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague (halt tc^Norfolke llraight, 

'4, And 
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I Torke And Lane After, 

And bid the Duke to muftervp his foldiours. 

And come to me to Wakefield prefently. 

And Bjchard,thou to London ftraight (h alt pofte. 

And bid Richard Neutll Earle of ITarmcke, 

To leaue the Cnty,and with his men of warre. 

To meete me at S .Mbones ten dayes hence. 

My felfe heere in SandallCaMe will prouide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

Now, what newes? Enter a Mejfienger. 

Mefi.My Lord.the Queene with thirty thoufand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 

Northumberland .and Wefimerland, 

With others ofthehoufe of Lancafter, 

, Are marching towards Wakefield, 

To befiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer . 

Torke. A. Gods name let them come. 

Coufin Montague.pode you hence. 

And boyes ftay you with me. 

Sir John and fit Hugh (Mortimer mine Vncfc'es, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy hourc, 

Thearmy of the Queene racanes to befiedge vs* 

Sir John . She (ball not needc my Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. 

What ,with fiue thoufand foludiors,Vncklc ? 

Rich.l father /with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generall,what (bould you feare? 

?V£..Indccd,manybraue battels haue I wonne 
In Normandy j when as the enemie 
Hath bin ten to one, and why (bould I now doubt 
Of the like fucceffe ? I am refolu’d,Come lets goe, 

Edw. Let’s march away,I heare their drums. Exit, 

Alar mes, and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and his Tutor. 

Tutor . Oh flye my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flye to Wakefield ftraight, 

K Enter 





The contention of the two fmotu Houfes, 

inter Clifford, 

Rat.O Tutor ,looke where bloody Cl ford comes. 

Clif. Chaplaine away, thy Priefthood iaucs thy life. 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

VVhofe father flew my father, he fhall dye. 

Tutor. Oh Clifford, fpare this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it on thy head : oh faue his life. 

C/ijfjSoldiors away., and drag him hence perforce : 

Away with the villaine, 8xtt Chaplaine. 

How now, what dead already ? or is it feare that 
Makes him dole his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rat. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambe, 

And fo he walkes infulting ore his prey. 

And fo he turnes againe to rend hislimbes in funder. 

Oh Cliflfordjkill me with thy fword,and 
Not with fucha cruell thrcatning looke, 

3 am too meanc a fubieft for thy wrath, 

Be thou reuendge on men, and let me Hue, 

(flif.ln vaine thou fpeakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Bloodbath ftopt the paffage where thy words fliould enter. 
i?«r.Then let my fathers blood ope it againe, he is * 

Man, and Cliffordeope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren hecrc,their Hues and thin® 

Were not reuenge fufficient for me. 

Or ftrould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfe of Tor he. 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. ' 

Therefore till I roote out that curfcd line. 

And leaue not one on earth,lle liue in hell therefore. 

Rat.O h let me pray,beforc I take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

£/;/,I,fuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rat. I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill tnc? 

.. . ~ 

Rat. 



Clif. Thy father bath; 

■ 




Yorke and Lone tiler. 

.K#r.But t’was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonne.for his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 

He be as miferably flainc as I. 

Oh, let me liue in prifon all my daies, 
and when I giue occaflon of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Cltf No caufc i Thy father flew my father.therefbre die. 
Plant agenet , I come Plant agenet, 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade. 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon,till thy blood 

Congeald with his,do make me wipe off both. Exit. 

Alar met, enter the Duke of-Yorke filtu. 

Torke.hh Yorke, pofte to thy Caftlc,fauc thy life. 

The goale is loft, thou houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Thrice happy chance is It for thee and thine. 



That heauen abridgde my daics,and cals me hence. 
But God knowes what chance hath betide my fonne* j 
But this I know, they haue demeand thcmfclues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came 2 Itchard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : vi&ory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Sdward to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofe whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,Ihearc the drums.No way to flie? 

No way to faue my life i and heere I ftay : 

And heere my life muft end. 

Enter the gueene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiours. 

Come bloudy flijfordytoagh Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchleffe fury to more bloud .• 

This is the But, and this abides your {hot. , 

Northum.Yccld to our mercies,proud Plantagenet . . 
Clif, l, to fuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 
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With downe right payment lent vnto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre. 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

Torke . My afhcs like the Phcenixmzy bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all. 

And in that hope 1 caft mine eyes to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can affii&me with. 

Why ftay you Lords ? what,multitudes and feare i 
ClifSo cowards fight when they can flie no longer, 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents, 

So defperate theeues.all hopeleffe of their hues. 

Breathe out inue£tiues gainft the Officers. 

Yorks . Oh Clifford,yet bethinke thee once againe. 

And in thy minde ore-runne my former time. 

And byte thy tongue thatflanderft him with cowardife, 
Whofe very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

Clif.l will not bandy with thee word for word. 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene.MoXd valiant Clifford , for a thoufand caufcs 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland, 
Afor.Hold Cli ford, do not honour him fo much. 

To pricke thy finger ,though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it when a curre doth grin» 

For one to thruft his hand betweene his teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away t? 

Tis warres prize to take all aduantages* 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Tight and take hirru. 

C/if.1,1, fo ftriues the Woodcoke with the gin. 

North. So doth the Cunny ftrUggle with the net. 

Torke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer’d booty. 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-matcht. 

North . What will your grace haue done withhim ? 

fhteene.Bvzuc yjzmomsf/iford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand vpon this mole-hill heere, 
Thataimde at Mountaines with out-ftretched armff. 
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Torke and LancaBer. 

And parted but the (hado w with his hand. 

Was it you that reueld in bur Parliament , 

And made a prechmenc of your high dcfccnt l 
Where are your meflTe of fonnes to backe you now ? 
The wanton Edward , and the lufty George ? 

Or wher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 
Dickey your boy,that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies? 

Or mongft the reft.wherc is your darling RutUndl 
Looke Torke, \ dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point. 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 

Alas poorc Torke : but that I hate thee much, 

I fhould lament thy miferable ftace. 

I prethee grieuc to make me merry ,Yorke : 
$tampe,raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
VVhat,hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes. 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death ? 

Thou wouldftbe feede Ifee,to make mefport. 

Torke cannot fpeake.vnleffe he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorke, and Lords bow low to him. 

So, hold you his hands,whilft I do fee it on, 

I, now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tooke King Henries chaire. 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how is it that great Plantagenct, 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath, .. 

As I bethinke mc.you fhould not be King, 

Till our Henry had fhooke hands with death, 
and will you impale your head with Henrtts glory, 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Nowin his life,againft your holy oath? 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the crowne, and with the crowne his head, 
and whilft we breachc,takc time to do him dead* 

K %■. 







- The contention of the two fmoiu Houfes, 

Chf. That’s my office for my fathers death. 

Queene Net flay, and lets heare theOrifonshe makes. 

2V£*,She wolfe of France,but worfe then wolues of France ; 
Whofe tongue’s more poifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How lUbefecmingis it in thy fexe. 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis woes,whom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifard-like vnebanging, 

Made impudent by vfe ofeuill deeds ; 

1 would affay .proud Queene to make theebluffi. 

To tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were ffiame enough to fhame thee, were thou not fhamele$ e 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the fifties , mi lerufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthy as an engliffi yeoman. 

Hath thatpoore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not, or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

Vnlefle the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted.run their horfe to death. 

Tis beauty,that oft makes women proud ; 

ButGod he wots,thy ffiare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereofnnkes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 

As the Antipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide } 

How couldft thou draine the lifeblood of the childcj 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible. 

Thou indurate, fterne, rough, temorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo.thou haft thy vviffi* 

For raging windes blow vp a ftoime of teares, ^ 





Yorke and Lane after . 

And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 

Thefe teares are my fweet Rut lands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford , and the falfe French-woman. 

North . Belhrew me but his paffions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

2V%.That face of his, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bioud j 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 

O ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

See ruthlefle Queene , a haplcflc fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fweete boy. 

And loe,with teares I walh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and goboaft of that. 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will Ihed teares, 

I,euen my foes will fhed faft falling teares, 
and fay,alaflc,tt was apitteous deed. 

Here,take the crowne,and with the crowne my curie, 
and in thy need, iuch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted Clifford , take me from the world. 

My foulc to heaucn,my blood vpon your heads. 

North.Vizd he bin flaughterman of all my kin, 
Icouldnot chufe but weepe with him, to lee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

0«.What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland '?• 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

CAjff. There's for my oath. there’s for my fathers death. 
Queen. And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde, 
2V%.Open thy gates or mercy gracious God, 

My foule flies foorth to meete with thee. 

ffJueene.Oft with his head, and fet it on Yorke Gates, 

So Yorke may ouer-looke the T owne of Yorke . 



Exeunt omneto 
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Enter Sdivardand Richard, with Drum and Soldiows. 

Edrv. After this dangerous fight and hapleffe warre. 

How doth ray noble brother Richard fare ? 

RtchA cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where ourright valiant fatheris become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lyon raidft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Metliinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three fmnes appear e in the idyre. 

£*fo\Loe,how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes,or do I fee three funs ? 

Three glorious funnes,notfcparatcd by a racking clou* 
But feuered in a pale deere fhining sky. 

Sce,fee,they ioync,embrace,and feeme to kiffe. 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

No w are they but one lampe,one light, one funne. 

In this the hcauens doth figure fome euent. 

£d»\I thinke it cites vs brother to the field, 

Thar we the fonnes of braue flantagenet. 

Already each one fhining by his meed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon ray Target, three fa ire fhining fun;. 

But what art thou that look’ft foheauily ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Oh, one that was a wofull looker on. 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was Laine. 

Edtv.Oh fpeakc no more,for I can heare no more. 

Rich . T ell on thy tale, for I will heare it all, 

M/iWhen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and thenpurfudeby Clifford and theQueene, 
and many louldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him.and forc’d the Duke to yecld, 
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Yorke and Lane after. 

And then they fet him on amole-hillthere, 

And crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpitc. 

Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 

The ruthleffe Queene perceiuing he did weepe, 

Gaue him a handkcrcher to wipe his eyes. 

Dipt in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

By rough Clifford flaine : who weeping tooke it vp. 
Then through his breft they thruft their bloody fwords. 
Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head. 

And there it doth remaine the pitteous fpe&ade 
That ere mine eyes beheld, 

Edrv. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon 
Now thou art gone,there is no hope for vs : 

Now my foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would fhe breake from compaffe ofmy breft. 

For neuer fhall I haue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breafts moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

I cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy’de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfc of Lancafter. 
Richard , I bare thy name, and lie reuenge thy death. 

Or dye my fclfe in feeking of reuenge, 

Edrv. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee„ 
His ehaire andDukedome thatreroaines for me. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gainft the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome 5 Throne and Kingdomc fay, 
For either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 



Enter the Earle ofi-Varwickc, Montague ,with drum , 
ancient, and fonldiers, 

if^ar. How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad ? 
Rich. Ah JVarrvicke, fhould we report the balefull newes,' 
And at each words deliuerancc, ftab Ponyards in our flefh 
Till all were told, the words would adde 
More anguifh then the wounds. 

L Ah 



; .J 






The contention of the twofamotu Houfes, 

AH valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edvo. Ah Warwick, Warwick?, thatPlantagenet 
Which held thee deere : I, eucn as his foules redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford, done to death.' 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thofe newes in tcares. 
And now to adde more meafure to your woes : 

I come to tell you newes fince then befalne. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where yourbraue father breath’d his lateffgafpe,. 
Tydings as fwiftly as the port could runne, . 

Was brought me ofyour Ioffe, and his departure, 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldiers, gathered flockes of friends. 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my behalfe along. 

For by my lcoutsl w'as aduertifed. 

That fhe was comming, with a full intent 
To dafh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and your fuccefiion; - 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met, 

Our battailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought : : 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full gently on his warlike Queene) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleene. 

Or whether ’twas report of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare ofCliffords rigour^ 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 

I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth, 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Night-Owles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydle Threfher with a flaile. 

Fell gently downc, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe. 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards ; 

But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight, 

N or we in them no hope to win the day. 
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So that we fled. The King vnto the Queene, 

Lord George your brother, Norfolke,and my felfe, 
Inhaft,pofte haft, arc come to ioyne with you . 

For in the marches heere we heard you were. 

Making another head to figh t againe. 

Thankes gentle Warwick?. 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 

And when came George from Burgundy to England i 
War. Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power."' 
But as for ybur brother, he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutchefle of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers ’gainft this needfull warre. 

7{ich. Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwick? d. 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfuite. 

But nere till now thy fcandall of retire. 

War. Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou heare: 
For thou (halt know that this right hand of mine. 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head. 

And wring theawefull Scepter from his fift. 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre. 

As he is fam’d for mildcneffe, peace,and prayer. 

Rich. 1 know it well Lord Warwick?, blame me not, 

T was loue I bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done f 
Shall we go throw away our coates of ftcele. 

And clad our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our Attemaries with our beads ? 

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 

Iffor the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

fT^r.Why therefore Warwtcke came toflnde you out: 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me Lords, theproud infulttng Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like waxc* 
Hefware confent to your fucceflion. 

La 
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His oath unrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone. 

To fruftrate his oath, or what befldes 
May make againft the houfc of Lancader. 

Their power 1 geffe them fifey thoufand drong. 

Now ifthe hclpe of Norfolke and my felje. 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 

Among the louing Welfhmen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amainc. 

And once againe bedride our foming Steeds, 

And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe. 

But neuer once againe turnc backe and flye. 

Bjcb.l now methinkesl heare gr ea t Warwicke fp cake r 
Nere may he hue to fee a Sunfhine day,. 

That cries retire, when f Varwicke bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord W'arwicke, on thy (houlder will I leane. 

And when thou faints, mufi Edward fall : 

Which perill heauenforefend. 

War. No longer Earle of M arch, but Duke of York©, 

The next degree is, Englands royall King ; 

And King of England {halt thou be proclaim’d. 

In euery burrough as we paffe along .• 

And he that cads not vp his cap for ioy, 

Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne. 

But forward to effeCt thcferefolutions. 

Enter a Mefenjer. 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me. 

The Queene is comming with a puifTant power, 

And craues your company for fpeedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. Exeunt omes. 

Enter 




of Torke and LancaBer. 

Enter the King and gueene, Prince Edward , and the 
Northerne Earles, with drumme and 
Sotildiours . 

Open , Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne of Yorke, 
Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 

Doth not the obic& pleafe your eye my Lord ? 

„%• Euen as the rockes pleafe them that fear their wracke. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault 
Nor wittingly hauc I infring’d my vow. 

Otf* My gracious Lord, this too much I enity 
And harmefull piety mud be layde afidc, 

To whom do Lyons call their gentle lookes i 
Not to the bead that would vfurpe his den. 

Whole hand is that the fauage Beare doth lickc ? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall ding*? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalled wormc will turne being troden on. 

And Doues will pecke, in refeue of their brood. 

Ambitious Torke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou fmiling, while hee knit his angry browes* 

He but a Duke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his ifluc like a lotting Sire. 

Thou being a King, bled with a goodly fonne, 

Didd giue confcnt to difinherit him. 

Which argu d thee a mod vnnaturall Father. 

Vnreafonablc creatures feede their yong. 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes. 

Yet in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not feene them cuen with thofe fame wings. 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull flight. 

Make warre with him, that climbes vnto their Ned, 

Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 
for fJhame my Lord, make them your prefident, . 

L 3 x Were-,- 
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Were it noc pitty that this goodly boy. 

Should lofe his birth-right through his fathers fault!* 

And long heereafter, fay vnto his Childe, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got. 

My carelcue father fondly gaue away ? 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceffefull fortune to vs all, 

Steele thy melting thoughts., 

T o keepe thine o wne, and ieaue thine owne with him. 

King. Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator,’ 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But tell me, didft thou netieryet heare tell. 

That things ill got had cuer bad fucceffe. 

And happy eucr was it for that fonne, 

Whofc father for his hoording went to hell i 
I Ieaue my fonne my vertuous deeds behinde. 

And would my father had left me no more : 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

* Then may the prefent profite counteruaile. 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know. 

How it doth greeue me that thy head ftands there. 

Qtteene. My Lord, this harmful! pitty makes your follow- 
ers faint. 

You promi T Knight-hood to your Princely fonne, 

Vnfhcath your fword,and ftraight way dub him Knight, 
Kneelc downe Edward. 

King. Edward Plantagenet,arife a Knight, 

And lcarnc this leffon. Draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly Ieaue, 

He draw it as apparant to tHfe Crowne, 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the death. 

North. VVhy that is fpokenlike a toward Prince. 

- 

Enter a tJMeffenger, 

Meff. Royall Commanders, be in readineffe. 

For with a band of fifty thoufand men, 

. Comes 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

Comes Warwicks, backing of the Duke of Yorke. 

And in the Townes whereas they paffe along, 

Proclaimcs him King, and many flyes to him^ 

Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. 

Clif. 1 would your highneffe would depart the field. 

The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfent, ' 

Qtteen. Do good my Lord, and Ieaue vs to our fortunes. 

King. V Yhy that’s my fortune,therefore lie flay ftill. 

Clif. Be it with refolu don then to fight. 

Print. Good Father checre thefe noble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword, fwcet Father cry S. George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not moue. 

Sntcr the hottfe of Yorke. 

£*&*>. Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne ? 
And kneeie for mercy at thy Soueraignes feete ? 

. £*^».Goratethy Minions proud infulting boy, 

Becomes it thee to-be- thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfull Soueraignc ? 

Ediv. 1 am his King.and he fhould bend his knee,' 

I was adopted heyre by his confenc. 

George , Since when,he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare, you that are King 
(Though he do weare the Crowne) 

Haue caufd him by new afte of Parliament, 

To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Clif. And reafon George : 

Who fhould fuccecde the father, bur the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif. I Crooke -baelp, heere I ftand to anfwer thee,' 

Or any of your fort.. 

Rich. T was you that kild yong Rutland, was it not i 
Clif Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight. 

War. What faift thou Henry ? wilt thou yeelde thy crowne r 
Qjteen. What, long tongu’d Wartvicke, dare you fpeake ? r 
Vyhen you and I met at Saint Albons la ft. 

Your- 
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Your legges did better feruicc then y our hands, , 

\Ft nr. I, then twas my turnc to flye, but now t’is thine, 

Clif . you faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

War. T was not your valour Clifford droue me thence. 

Nor. No.nor your manhood Warwick^ could make yee flay. 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberlandy we bold 
Thee reuerently. 

Breake off the parley, for fcane I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif, Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childc? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fet lie make thee curfie the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

. JQueene. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 

King. I prcthee giue no limits to my tongue, 

I being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

* Cltf. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere. 

Cannot be cur’d with words, therefore be (till. 

Rich . Then executioner vnfhcath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu’d 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. 'A- hat fayft thou Henry, fir a 11 1 haue my right or no ? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faft to day. 

That nere fhall dine, vnleffe thou yeeld the Crewne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. If all be right that Warmcke fayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things muft be right. 

Kfch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother ftands 
For well I wot thou haft thy mothers tongue. 

Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowle-mifhapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoided. 

As veaom’d Todes, or Lizards fainting lookcs. 

Rich. 



Torke and Lama ft er. 

Rich.lron of Naples,hid with englifh gilt, 

Thy father beares the title of a King, 

As if a channelHhould be cald the lea ; 

Shara’ft thou not, knowing from whence thou art deriu'de, 
Toparliethus with Englands lawfull heyres ? 

Ed *. A wifpc of ftraw were worth a thoufand crownes. 
To make that fhameleffe callet k .ow her felfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

And tam’de the French, and made the Dolphin ftoope : 

And had he matcht according to his ftate. 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’ft thy poore fire with his bridall day : 

Then that fun-mine bred a Ihowrc for him. 

Which wafhthis fathers fortunes out of France, 

And heapt feditions on his crowneat home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults, but thy pride ? 

Hadft thou bene meeke,our title yet had flept. 

And we inpitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our claime vntill another age. 

George.bui when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine. 
And that the harucft brought vs no increafe, • 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote. 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our felues D 
Yet know thou we will neuer ceafe to ftrike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Ed*. And in thisrefolution.I defie thee. 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentl«*JKing to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets.let our bloudy colours waue. 

And either victory, or elfe a graue. 

Queene. Stay Edvard, (lay. 

Edv.Hence wrangling woman, lie no longer ftay. 

Thy words will coft ten thoufand Hues to day. 

M 



Exeunt omets. 

Alarms, 
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Alarms. Enter Warwicks* 

War.Sote fpcnt with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a little while to breathe, 

For ftrokes receiude,and many blowes repaide. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes oftheir ftrength. 

And force perforce, needs muft I reft my fclfe. 

Enter Edward. 

£^n\Smile gentle heaucns,or ftrikevngentle death. 

That we may die vnleffe.we gaine the day ; 

What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heaucm 
Vponthe harmelcffe line of Yorkes true houfe. ? 

Enter Cjeorge. 

Cjeorge . Come brother come, lets to the field againe. 

For yet there’s hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting Troopcs, 

Leaftthey retire nowwchaue left the field. 

I Jf^ar.Hovt now my Lords,whathap ? what hope of good ? 

Enter Richard running. 

Ejch. Ah tt’ r arwicke,v)hy haft thou withdrawnc thy fclfe ? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill for if^arwickSyhis thrice valiant fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fvyords he was befet. 

And many wounds made in his aged breft. 

And as he tottring fatevpon his fteede. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 

Richard -, commend me to my valiant fonne, 

And ftill he ct\dc y Warwicke reuengemy death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Salsbury gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken yi ith his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe, becaufe I will not flie : 

And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 

Newer to pafle from forth this bloudy field, 

' 
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Till 1 am full reuenged for his death. 

Edw, Lord Warwick*, l do bend my knees with thine, 

And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vidtory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George . Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts. 
And call them pillars that will ftand to vs. 

And highly promife to remunerate 

Their trufty fcruice,in thefe dangerous warresf" 

Rich. Come, comt away,and ftand not to debate, 

For.yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your hands, and let vs part 
And take our leaues,vntill we meete againc. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept,now melt in woe, 

To fee thefe dire mifhaps continue fo. 

Warmcke, fareweW. 

A way, away, once more fwcet Lordsfarewell, 

Exeunt emtOt 

Alarmes t and then enter Richard at one doore . 
and Clifford at^he other. 

Rich. A Clifford,* Clifford. 

Clif.h Richard,* Richard. 

Rich. "Now Clifford, for Yorke and young Rutland s death. 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud. 

Shall lop thy limbcs,and flice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made. 

£7/f,Now Richard , I am with thee hecrc alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Torke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rtxland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefe hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy fclfe. 

And fo haue at thef . 



Alarms 
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Alar met. They fight, and then enters fVarwtckg and re fitter 
Richardyand then exeunt omnes. 



t/4larmes Util ,and then enter Henry film. 

Hen, Oh gracious God of heauen lookc downs on vs. 

And fet feme endes to thcfe inceffant griefcs. 

How like a maftlefle fhip vpon the feas. 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way, now to that fide driue. 

And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 

Oh, would my death might ftay thcfe ciuill jars f 
Would I had neuer raign’d,nor nere bene King. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field. 

Swearing they had beft fucccfle when I was thence. 

Would God that 1 were dead,fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice,I were content 
To yeeld it them, and liue apriuate life. 

Enter a Soldi ottr with a dead man in his armes « 

Soul, lllblowes thewinde that profits no body. 

This man that I haue flaine in fight to day. 

May be poffefled of fome ftore of crownes. 

And I will fearch to findc them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face t 
Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 

From London was I preft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of Torke, 

And in this conflict I haue flaine my father: 

Oh pardon God,I knew not what I did, 

And pardon father, for 1 knew thee not. 

Enter another fildiour wtth a dead man, 
t.SouhVie there thou that foughtft with me fo ftoutly. 

Now let me fee what ftore of gold thou haft. 

But ftay,methinks this is no famous face: 

Oh no.it is my fonne that I haue flaine in fight, . 

CJb. 
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Oh monftrous times,begetting fuch euents, 

How cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late. 

And hath bereau’d thee of thy life too foone. 

King, Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths ; 

The red Rofc and the white are on his face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifb. 

For if you ftriue,ten thoufand liuesmuft perifh. 

i .Soul Mow will my mother for my fathers death, 

Take on with me, and nere be fatisfide ? 

a.W.How will my wife for {laughter of my fonne. 

Take on with me and nere be Fatisfide ? 

KtngMow will the people now mifdecme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could lacisfie. 

I. So#/. Was euer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill l 
%.Soul. Was euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill ? 

Ring, Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill > 
i .Soul. We beare thee hence from this accurfed place. 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

2 ,Soul.lle beare thee hence,and let them fight that will* 

For I haue murdered where I fhould not kill. 

Sxit with his fome. 

King. Weepe wretched man, lie lay thee tcare for tea re, 

Here fits a King,as woebegon as thee. 

Alartnes,and enter the Queene. 

Qttfene.h.'wzy my Lord,to Barwtcke prefently t 
The day is loft, our friends are murdered, 

No helpe is left for vs, therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

Pmcff,Oh father flie,our men haue left the fieidj 

M i. Take 
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Take horfc fwect father.let vs faue our fclues. 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet.Avny my Lord,for vengeance comes along with him ; 
Nay fhnd not to expoftuIate,make hafte. 

Or elfe come after, He away before. 

K.HenJSl&y ftay good Exeter fat He along with thee. 



Enter Clifford wounded , with an Arrow 
in hisnecke . 

£?//.Heere burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it lafted,gauc King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,! feare thine ouerchrow, 

More then my bodies parting from my fonie. 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing H<?#ry,ftrengthened mifproud Torke , 

The common people fwarmc like dimmer flies. 

And whether Sics the Gnats, but to the funne? 

And who fliines now, but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Phoebus, hadft thou ncuer giuen confenc. 

That Phaeton fhould chccke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Henry, hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould do. 

And as thy father and his father did, 
Giuiognofootevntothehoufeof Torke, • 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths. 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh weeds,but gentle airc# 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootlefle are plaints,and curclcfle are my wounds* 

No way to fiic.no ftrength to hold oat flight. 

The foe is mcrcilefle and will not pitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ay rc is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much efFufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke and Riehard,warwickf and the reft, 

I 



Torke and L&ncaHero 

I ftab’d your fathers, now come fplit my bread. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicks, and Souldiors, 
B&v.Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
Courfe,and we are grac'd with wreaths of vi&ory. 

Some troopes purfuc the bloudy minded Queene, 

That now towards Barwickfioth pofte amaine. 

But thinkeyou that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

WV.NOjtis impoffible he fhould efcapej 
Eor though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richardki larkt him for the graue. 

And where fo ere he be, I warrant him dead, 

Clifford grones, and. then dies . 

£<6v.Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue e 
Rich. A deadly grone,likelife and deaths departure. 

Sdw. See who it is,and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe, let him be friendly vfed. 

£»cf»,Reuerfe that doome of mercy,fot tis Clifford, 

Who kild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Torke. 

J^r.From off the gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there : 

Inftead of that,let his fupply the roome. 

Meafurefor meafure muftbe anfwered. 

Edw . Bring forth that fatall Scritchowle to our houfe. 

That nothing fung to vs but bloud and death. 

Now his euill boding tongue no more (hall fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford,doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death ore-fhades hisbeames of life. 

And he nor fees nor heares vs what we fay, 

Rich.O)\ would he did,and fo perhaps he doth. 

And tis his polli cy that in the time of death. 

He mi ght auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father. 
Gwrgtf.Richardjif thou thinkeftfo, vex him with cage*' words 
J5#c&iClifford,askc mercy and obtains no grace. 
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Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlcffe penitence. 

^’'.Clifford, deuife excufes for thy fault. 

George . Whil’tt we dcuife fell tortures for thy fault, * 
foc^.Thou pittiedft Torke, and I am fonne to Torke, 

Edw. Thou pittiedft Rutland, and I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now ? 
W^r.They mocke thee Cltfferd,(vitztc as thou waft wont, 
Rich, What.not an oath r Nay then I know hee’s dead : 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this 1 know hee’s dead, and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off, and with the iffuing bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofe inftanched third, 

Torke and young Rutland could not fatisHe. 

War. I,but he is dead, off with the traitors head, 

And rearc it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence fhall Warwick? croffe the feas to France, 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So fhalt thou finew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy ftiend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattcred foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fling to hurt, 

Yet looke to haue them bufie to offend thine cares. 

Firft,Ile fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie croffe the feas to France, 

To effeft this marriage,if it pleafe my Lord. 

Edw. E ucn as thou wilt good Warwick? let it be. 

But full before we goc,(yeorge kneele downc. 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the (word. . 

Our younger brother Richard, Dukt of Glofter. 

Warwick? as my fclfe (ball do and vndo as himfelfe pleafeth beft. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence jGtorge of Glofier 9 
For Glowers Dukedomc is too ominous. 

War. 
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JP/sr.Tufii.that’s achildifh obferuation. 

Richard, be Duke of Glofier: Now to London, 

To fee thefe honours in poffeffion. Exeunt omnes. 

€ nter two Keepers with Bow and trfrrowes. 

Keeper. Come,lets take our ftands vpon this hill. 

And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay,heere comes a man,lets liften him a wj^c. 

Enter King Henry dijguifid. 

Hen.Ytom Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue. 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land, 

No Henry y no, it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call chee Cafar now. 

No humble futers fues to thee for i ight. 

For how canft thou hclpe them, and not thy felfc ? 

Keeper. I marry fir.hcerc’s a Deerc,his skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra ftand clofe.for as I thinke. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen. My Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to Frame g 
And as I heare,the great commanding Warwick ? , 

T o intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona . 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words, 

And Warwick? is a fubtle Oratour. 

He laughes, and faies his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofde. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left Ade,crauing aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 

Hen. Move then 1 feeme,for leffc 1 fhould not be. 

A man at lead, and more I cannot be. 

And men may talkc of Kings, and why not I ? 

Keeper.!, but thou talkes, as if thou wert a King thy fclfe. 

Hen. Why fo I am in minde, though not in fhew i 
Keeper. And if thou be a King, where is thy Crowne ? 

N Henry, 






The contention of the two famorntToufeJ, 

f/<?».My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content,a crownc that 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keefer. And if thou be a King crownd With conteft^' 

Y our crowne content and you.mufl be content 
To go with vs vnto the Officerffor as we thinke. 

You are our quondam King, King Edward hath depofdc,. 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 

+ To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Hen.Gods name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obeyde,and be you kings, command and He obey. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter King Edward, Clarence, and Glofter, Montague,. 

Hajlings,and the Lady Grey, 

K.Edw. Brothers of Clarcnceymd of Glofier s 
This Ladies husband here.Sir Richard grey. 

At the battaile of S.Albones did lofe his life. 

His lands then were feiz’d on by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repoffeffe thofe lands. 

And fith in quarrell ofshe houfc of Torke s 
The noble gentleman did lofe his life. 

In honour we cannot denie her fute. 

Glo . Your highneffe Ihall do well to grant it then, 

K.hdw. l,fo I will, but yetlle makeapaufe. 

Glo ,I,is the winde in that doore ?•■ 

Clarence. I fee the Lady hath fome thing to grant, 

Before the King will grant her humble fute. 

gio. He knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind. 
KiEdw. Widow, come fome other time to know our mind'. 
ZrfkMay it pleafe your Grace, I cannot brooke delaies, 

I befeech your highneffe to difpatch me now. 

K.Sd. Lords giuevs leaue, wemeane to try this widowes wit. 
£?4.I,good leaue haue you. 

Glo, For you will haue leaue, till youth take leaue, 

And leaue you to your crouch.. 

K,Ed.G oax hither. widow,how many children hail thou h 
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fta\ think ehc meanes to beg achiide on her. 

<?/<>, Nay whip me then,hee’l rather giue her two. 

L^.Three, my, moil gracious Lord. 

Glo, You (ihall haue foure if you will be rulde by bins. 

K.Ed. Wer’t not pitty they fliould lofe their fathers lands r 
La. Be pittifull then dread Lord, and -grant it them. 

K.Sdw. lie tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 

La .So (hall you bindc me to your highneffe feruice. 

K.Edw. W'nzt fcruice wilt thou do me, if I grant it them S’ 
Z> 4 .Euen what your highneffe (hall command. 
gio. Nay then widow lie warrant you all your 
Husbands lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands.Fight cIofc,or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 

C/ 4 . Nay I feare her not vnleffe (he fall, 

(j/o.Marry godsforbot man, for hee’l take vantage then. 

La. Why flops my Lord, (hall I not know my taske 4 
K.Sdw, An eafie taske, tis but to loue a Kinp. 

La.That’s foonepcrformd,bccaufeI am afubie&. 

.K..Ed.Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

La . I take my leaue wi th many thoufand thanks. 

Cla . The match is tnadc,(he fealcs it with a curtfie. 

K.Sdw. Stay widdow ftay,whatlouc doft thou thinke 
Ifuefomuch to get? 

Z«*.My humble feruice, fuch as fubie&s owes, andthelawes 
commands. 

K.Edw. No by my rroth,I meant no fuch loue. 

But to tell thee the troth,I aime to lie with thee. 

La. T o tell you plaine my Lord,I had rather lie in prifon. 
K.Ed, Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 

7^. Then mine honefty (hall be niy dower, 

For by that Ioffe I will not purchafe them. 

K.Sdw. Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily . 
Z, 4 .Herein your highneffe wrongs both them and 
Me.butmighty Lora,this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the fadneffe of my fute. 

Pleafe it your highneffe to difmiue me, cither wish I or no, 

N % K,edvfo 
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K.Edw. I, if thou fay I to my requeft, 

No,if thou fay no to my demand. 

Lady . Then no my Lord.my fute is at an end. 

(7/o.The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 

Cla . Why he is the blunteft wooer in Chriftendome. 

K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maiefty. 

One way or other fhe is for a King, 

And fhe fball be my loue or ellc my Queene. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Queene. 

Z-^.Tis better faid then done.my gracious Lord* 

I am a fubie& fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King Edw . Sweete widdow, by my ftate I fweare,I fpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Edw . You cauill widdow,I did meane my Queene. 
La.Your grace would be loath my fons fhold call you fathers. 
A'.E^b’.No more then when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow,and thou hall fome children. 

And by Gods mother,I being but a batchellor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a ha^y thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

Argue no more,for thou fhalt be my Queene. 
do . The ghoftly father now hath done his (hrift. 

,£7<i. When he was made a Ihriuer/twas for fliift. 

K.Edw. Brothers ,you mufe what talke the widdow 
And I haue had,you would thinke it Arrange 
If I fhould marry her. 

Cla . Marry her my Lord, to whomf 
K.Edw. Why Clarence to my felfe, 

{j/<?.That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaf?. 

(la. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo, And fo much more are the wonders in extremes. 
i? 1 £dh'.Wcll,ieaft onbrothers,I can tellyou,her 

Sate 
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Sure is granted for her husbands lands. 

. *- 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf.hnd it pleafe your grace, Hen>y your foe is % 

T aken,and brought as prifoncr to your Pallace gates. 

K.Edw . Away with him,and fend him to the Tower 
And lets go queftion with the man abont 
His apprehenfion. Lords along,and vfe 
This Lady honourably. Exeunt omnet, 

Manet Glo?ter } and fpeakei. 
gio.l, Edward will vfe women honorably. 

Would he were wafted, marrowbones and all. 

That from his loynes no iflue might fucceed. 

To hinder me from the golden time 1 looke for. 

For I am not yet lookt on in the world, 

Firft is there Edward, Clarence y and Henry , 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iflue 
Oftheir loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe, 

"What other pleafure is there in the world befide ? 

1 will go dad my body in gay ornaments. 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap, 

And witch fwcct Ladies with my words and lookes. 

Oh monftrous man, to harbour fuch a thought ! 

Why loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe. 

And for I fhould not deale in her affaires. 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flelh. 

And plac d an enuious mountaine on my backe. 

Where fits deformity to mocke my body, 

T o dry mine arme vp like a withered fhrimpe,. 

To make my legs of an v ncquall fize, 

And am I then a man to be belou’d ? 

Eaficr for me to compafle twenty crownes* 

Tut I can fmile, and murder when 1 fmile, 

I cry content.to thatwhich gjreeues me moft, 

I can adde coloursto the Camelion, 

N % As 
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And for a need change fhapes with Protheue > 

And fet the alpiring Cat aim to fchoole. 

Can I do this, and cannot get the Crowne ? 

Tulh.were it ten times higher, He pull it downe. Exit. 

•• • - - *f 

enter King Lew is, and the Lady Bona, Queene Margaret prince 
Edward , and Oxford, with others, 

Lewis, Welcome Queene Margaret, to the Court of France 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand. 

Sit by my fide, and heere I vow to thee. 

Thou (halt haue aide to repoflefle thy right, 
and beate proud Edward from his vfurpedfeate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

Queen, 1 humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, - 
And pray the God of heauen to blelfe thy ftatc, 

Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs, 

Snter Warwtcke. 

LewisHovt now, who is this ? 

Qjseen. Our Earle of Warwick?, Sdwards cheefeft friend. 

Lewis. W eleome braue Warwick? , what brings thee to France} 
U^ar. From worthy Edward,King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraignc,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindneffe and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a leagueof amity. 

And laftly to confirme that amity 

With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 

That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire filler. 

To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 

And if this go forward,all our hope is done. 

War. And gracious Madame, in our Kings behalfe, 

1 am commanded with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly to kifle your hand, and with my tongue, 

To tell the palfions of my Soucraignes heart. 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares. 

Hath plac’d thy glorious image and thy vertues, 

Queene, 
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QueeneX ing Lewis and Lady Bona } hczrc me fpeake 
Before you anfwere Warwicke or his words P * ’ 
For he it is hath done vs all thefe wrongs, ’ 

War Jnianous Margaret, 6 

Prince Sdw , And why not Queene ? 

War.BcczuCe thyfather Henry did vfurpe 
And thou no more art Prince then Ihe is Queene. 

Xh^ T AruT ar 7 Ck£ difa " Uls § reat Iohn °f Gaunt, 

That did fubdue the greateft part of Spain 

And after John of Gaunt, wife Henry the fourth, 

Wnofe wifedome was a mirrour to the world. 

and after this wife Prince Henry the fift. 

Who with hisprowtlfe conquered all France, 

From thefe our Henry is lineally defeent. 

^r.Oxford.how haps that in this fmobthc difeourfe 
You told not how Henry the fixt had loft ’ 

All that Henry she fift had gotten 

Of threefcore and two yeares,a filly time 
To make preferiprion for a kingdonies worth, 

tittup ^ hy Warwicke,canft thou deny thy King, 
Whom thou obeyed!! thirty and eight year es 
and bewray thy treafons with a blulh ? 

xt Wa f' C ™ ^ xf ° rd that did euer fence the right. 

Now buckler fallhood with a pedigree ? 

Forlhameleaue^aHd ca u Edward king. 

xf . Call him my king,by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord Awbray Ver * was done to death. 

And more then lo, my father euen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yearesj 
Wheaage didcall him to the doore of death * 

No Warwicks, no, whil’ft life vpholds this arme. 

This arme vpholds the houfe o f Lancafier. 

War » And I the houfe of Ydrke*. 

r3 L r h ° 9^®® Margaret, Prince Edward, and- 
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Till I do talke a word with Warwicks. 

''low lf r drwicke t e uen vpon thy honor tell me truej 
[s £ Award lawfull King, or no ? 

Fori were loath to linke with him,chat is not lawful! heirev 
0*4r.Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credite. 

Lewis.VV hat.is he gracious in the peoples eyes? 
t^r.The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Lewie. What, is his loue to our Sifter 'Bona} 

War . Such it feemes, 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay and fweare. 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground. 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties funne. 

Exempt from enuy,but not from difdaine, - 

Vnlefle the Lady 'Bona quit his paine. 

Z-flv.Then fifler let vs hcare your firme refolue. 

Bona . Your grant or deniall fhall be mine, 

But ere this day 1 muft confeffc,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted, 

Mine eares haue tempted Judgement to defire. 

Z,e»\Then draw neere Queene (Jlfargaret, and be a witncfTe, 
That Bona fhall be wife to the Englifh King. 

Prince Edw . To Edward , but not the Englifh King, 

War. Henry now hues in Scotland at his eafe. 

Where hauing nothing,nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felfe,our quondam Queene, 

Y ou haue a father able to maintaine your ftate. 

And better ’twere to trouble him then France. 

Sound for a Pofie within . 

Lewis. Heere comes fome Pofte warwicke, to thee or vs. 
Pofie . My Lord ambaflador,this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother, Marqueffe Montague. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam,ftom whom I know not. 

Oxf.l like it wdl,that our faire Queene and Miftreffe, , 
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Smiles at her newes, when IParwicke frets at bis. 

P.Ed. And marke how Lewis ftampes as he were netied. 
Lew. Now C Margaret 8c Warwicke , what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is fuch,as fils my heart with ioy. 

War. Mine, full of forrow and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 

And now to excufe himfelfe, fends vs a pofte of papers ? 

How dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

Qu. This prooueth Edwards loue, and IP'arwtckes honefty. 
War. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight of heauen. 

And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliffe. 

That I am cleere from this mifdced of Edwards. 

No more my King, for he difhonors me, 

And mod himfelfe, if he could fee his fhame. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 

My father came to an vntimely death ? 

Did I let pafTe the abufe done to thy Neece 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome ? 

And (rnoft vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuengc the wrongs done to Lady Bonay 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

f^Yes Warwick, He quite forget thy former faults. 

If now thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend. 

That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands of chofcn foldiers, 

He vndertake to land them on our coaft. 

And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre, 

Tis not his new made bride fhall fuccour him. 

Lew. Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You fhall haue aide : and Englifh meflenger, returns 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reudl it with him, and his new bride. 

O 
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’Bonn . Tell him in hope hee’l be a widdower fliortly, 
lie weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Que0ofie\\ him my mourning weeds be laide afide,. 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

fffcr.Tellhjm from mc,that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore He vnerowne him er’t be long. 

There’s thy reward.be gone. " Exit Mef, 

Lewis . But now tell me Warwicke , what aflurance 
1 (hall haue of thy true loyalty ? 

If^ar. This fhall aflure my conftant loyalty. 

If that our Queene and this young Prince agree, 
lie ioyne mine eldeft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. * 

flue f»c.VVith all. my hart, that match I like full well, 

Loue her fonne Edwardfhe is faire and young,. 

And giue thy hand to lE'arwicke for thy loue. 

Lewis . It is enough, and now we will prepare, 

Toleuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you I-ord Boterhon , our high Admirall, 

Shall wafe them fafely to the Englifh coaft^ 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance. 

For mocking marriage with the name of Trance. 

War. 1 came from Edward as Embaffador, 

But I returne hisfworneandmortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 

But dreadfull warre fhall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfc to make a Hale but me f 
Then none but I fhall tui ne his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifde him to the Crowne, 

And lie be cheefe to bring him downe againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifety, 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 

Enter King [Edward, the Queene, Clarence , Glofter , OHontague, 
Hastings , and Penbrooke, with foldiers. 

E«fc*’.Brothers of Clarence, and of Glofier, 

What 
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What thinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey } 

(ftla . My Lord.we thinke as Warwicke and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgement,that they will take 
No offence at this fudden marriage. 

Edw'.Suppofe they do,they are but Lewis and Warwicke, 

And I am both your King and Warwicks. 

And will be obeyed, 

Glo. And fhall,becaufe our King, but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildomeproueth well. 

Edw . Yea brother Richard , are you againft vs too ? 

C/f.Not I my I.ord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainfay your highneffe plcafure, 

I,and twere pitty to lundcr them that yoke fo well together. 

Edw. Setting your skornes and your diflikes afide, 

Shew me fomc rcafons why the Lady Grey, 

May not be my Loue, and Englands Qiieene ? 

Speake freely Clarence , Glocefter, 

Montague ,and Haftings. 

ClaMy Lord,then this is mine opinion. 

That Warwicke being dilhonored in his Embaftage, 

Doth feeke reuenge to quit his injuries. 

Glo.hnd Lewes in regard of his fitters wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to fupplant your ftate. 

fd.Suppofe that Lewis and Warwicke be appeafde. 

By fuch meanes as I can beft deuife. 

cMbnt.Bm yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance,would more haue ftrengthened this our 
Common-wealth, gainft forraine ftormes. 

Then any home-bred marriage. 

Haft . Let England be true within it felfe. 

We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 

C4*.For this one fpcech,Lord Haftings well deferues, 

T o haue the daughter and heyre of the Lord El unger ford. 

Edw, And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 

C/<*.I,and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonftcld, and left your t 

O 3 Brother 
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Brothers to go fecke clfc-wherc, but in your madneflc 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content. 

Why man be of good cheere,lIeprouidethee one. 

Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your feife, 

That ye fnall giue me lcaue to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I fhortly meane to leaue you . 

Sdw. Leaue me, or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes, 
ght. My Lords, do me but right, 

And you muft confeflc, before it pleafd hishighnefle 
To aduance my ftatc to TitleofaQueenc, 

That I was not ignoble from my birth. 

Sdw. Forbcarc my Loue to fawne vpon their frownes. 

For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey. 

And if they iooke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord,here is the Meffcnger return’d from France.. 



Enter Meffenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef . No Letters my Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highnefle pardon, 

I darenot relate. 

Ed, We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me. 
What faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

c Jldef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppoied King, 

That Lewis ofFrancc is fending ouer Maskers, 

T o reuel] it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewis fobraue i Belike, he thinkesme Henry. 

But what fay de Lady 'Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

LMef.TcW him, quoth (he, in hope heel proue awiddower 
Shortly, lie weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wron g, 

Indeed fhe could fay little leffe. But what faid Henries Qgeene, 

For 
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For as I heare, fhe was then in place ? 

Mef. Tell him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done. 
And I am ready to put armour on, 

Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what faide Warwicke to thefe injuries ? ~~ 

Mef. He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore llevncrownehim er’t be long. 

Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words ? 

But I will arme me to preuent the worft. 

But what is JVarwicke friends with Margaret ? 

Mef.l my good Lord,thcy are fo linkt in friendfhip. 

That young Prince Edward marries tE'arwiches daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike Clarence fhall hauethe yonger. 

All you that loue me and ITarwickg follow me. . 

Exit Clarence and Somerfet, 
Sd. Clarence and Somerfet fled to U^arwicf ?, 

What fay you brother Btckard , will you ftand to vs ? 

Cjlo. I my Lord, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 
For why hath Nature made me halt downe right. 

But that I fhould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runne away, 

Sdw. Penbrooke, go raife an army prefently, 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne, 

He march to meetc proud Warwicke&e he land 
Thofe ftragling troopcs which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Hafiings , 

You aboue all the reft arc neere allyed 
In blood to fVarwicke : therefore tell me, 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for I had rather-haue you open enemies 
Then hollow friends. 

Mont, So God hclpe Montague , as he proucs true. 

Haft. And Haftings , as he fau ours Edwards caufe, 

Edw, It fliallfuffice. Come then let’s march away.- 

Exeunt o pones, 
O 3 Enter 
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Snter Warwicke and Oxford wtth So/d tors. 

War. Truft me my Lords,all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 

C/d.Fearenotthatmy Lord. 

War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome vstoWarwicke^ 

And welcome Somerfet, \ hold it cowardife. 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfc might I thinke that Clarence ,Sdwards brother. 

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter fhall be thine. 

And now what refts but in nights couerture, 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a fimple guard, 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts haue found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes. 

And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in filent fort. 

For Warwicke andhis friends,God and S.George. 

War. This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand. 

Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer. 

But follow me now,and Edward fhall be ours. 

AH. A Warwicke, a IP'arwicke. 

Alarmes ,and Cjlofter and Haftingsflies. 

Oxf. Who goes there ? 

War. Richard and Hastings, let them go,heere is the Duke. 

Edw. The Duke, why Warwicke when weparted 
La ft, thou calicdft me King. 

War, l, but the cafe is altred now. 

When you difgrac’ft me in my Embaflagc, 

Then I difgrac’ft you from being King, 

And 
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And now am come to create you Duke of Torke, 

Alaffcjhow Ihould you gouerne any kingdome, 

That knowes not how to vfe Embafladors, 5 
Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to ftiroud your felfe from enemies. 

Edw. Well Iffarwicke, let fortune do her worft, 

Edward in minde will beare himfelfc a King. 

ITar. Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 

But Henry now fhall weare the Englifti Crowne. ° 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbifivop of Torke, 

And when I haue fought with Eenbroke and his followers, 

He come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies. 

And fo for awhile far well good Duke of Torke. 

Exit fome with Edward, 

fTrf.What followcs now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we rauft difpatch fome letters into France, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with {peed to ioyne with vs. 

Ward that s the firft thingthat we haue to do, 

And free King Henry from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets hafte away, and hauing paft thefe cares, 

lie poftc to Torke, znA fee how Edward fares. Exeunt rnnes, 

Snter G lofier, H afltngs ,and Sir William Stanley . 

<7/0. Lord Hafiings, and Sir William Stanly 3 
Know that the caufe I fent for you is this, 

Hooke my brother with a {lender traine, 

Should come a hunting in thisPorreftbeere. 

The Biftiop of Torke befriends him much. 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe. 

Now I hauepriuily fent him wordy 

How I am come with you to refeuc him, 

and fee where the huntfman and he doth come.. 

Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 

Huntf,Yhi$ way my Lord thc Decrc isgone, 

Sehfc. 
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Edw. No this way huntfman. 

See where the Keepers ftand. Now brother and the reft. 

What, arc you ptouided to depart ? 

Glo. 1, 1, the horfe ftands at the Parke corner ; x 
Come, to Lin, and fo take (hipping into Flanders s 
Ed, Come then. Haftings and Stanley, 

I will requite your loues. By (hop farewell, 

Sheeld thee from U^arwickes frowne. 

And pray that I may repoffeffe the Crowne. 

Now huntfman,what will you dof 

Huntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry hecre to be hangd. 

Sdw. Come then lets away with fpeed. Exeunt mnes 

Enter the Qnpene,and the Lord Ritters. 

Ritters. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is your Grace fo paflionate of late ? 

Qtt. Why brother Ritters, heare ye not the newes 
Of that fucceffeKing Edward had of late ? 

Ritters. What i Ioffe of fome pitcht battaile againft Warwick^ 
Tu(h, feare not faire Queene, but caft thofe cares afide. 

King Edwards noble mindc, his honours doth difplay ; 

And Warwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qjt. Ifthat were all,my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will I feare befall. 

‘R[. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe. 

To the danger ofhis royall perfon then ? 

Queen. I ther’s my grecfe,King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorke. 

2Z/«.The newes is palling ftrange I muft confeffe ; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends. 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perceyue. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Qu, God grant they may ; but gentle brother come, 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vnto the San6h&ry, 

There topreferue the fruite within my wombe. 
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King Edwards feed,true heire to Englands crowne. Exit . 

Enter Edward and Richard , and Haftings % with a 
troope of Hollanders. 

Edw. Thus far from Belgia haue we paft the Teas, 

And marcht from Rattnfpttr hauen vnto Yorke : 

But foft the gates are (hut, 1 like not this. 

Rich, Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Maior of Yorke , vpon the wals. 

Maior. My Lords we had notice of your coniming. 

And that’s the caufe we ftand vpon our guard. 

And (hut the gates for to preferue the T o wne. 

Henry now is king,and we are fworne to him. 

Edw. Why my Lord Maior, if Henry be your king, 

Edward I am fare at leaft,isDuke of Yorke. 

Maior. Tenth my Lord,we know you for no leffe. 

Edw. I ctaue nothing but my Dukedome* 
a Rich.ftut when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after. 

Haft. Why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points ? 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends. 

Maior. Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

Exit Trlaior. 

Rich. By my faith,a wife flout captaine,andfooneperfwaded 

The tJMaior opens the doore,and brings the kotos in hie hand, 
Edw. So my Lord Maior,thefe gates muft not be (hut. 

But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes ; 

What,feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 

Enter Sir Iohn Mount gomery, with drum and foldtors. 

How now Richard, who is this ? 

Brother, this is Sir Iohn Montgommery , 

A truftie friend,vnleffe I be deceiude. 

Edw. Welcome Sir Wherefore come you in arracs i 

P Sir 
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Sirlohn. Tohelpc King Edwardm this time of formes. 

As cuery loyall fubieft ought to do. 

fdiv.Thankes braue Montgomery, 

But I otiely claimemy Dukedome, 

Vntill it plcafe God to fend the reft, • 

Sir Iobn. Then fare you well. Drum ftrtke vp and let vs 
March away ,1 came to ferue a King, and not a Duke, 

Sdw iNay ftay fir/o&w,ar.d let vs fit ft debate, 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir Iohn AN\\zt ftand you on dcbating,to bebriefe. 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our King, 

lie hence againe,and keepe them backc 

That come to fuccour you,why fttould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

Rtch.Y'ie orother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refoluc your felfe,and let vs claime.the crowne.. 

EdwA am refolude once more to claime the crowne, 

And win it too,orelfc to lofe my life. 

Sir John. I, now my Soueraigne fpeakethhimfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets/or Edwardlhill be prodaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England and 
France, and Lord of Ireland ; and whofoeucr gainfaies King 
Edwards right,by this 1 challenge him to Angle fight. Long 
liue Edward the fourth. 

Jill. Long liue Edward the fourth. 

Edw, We thanke you all. Lord Maiorleadeonthe way. 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Torke , 

And then as early as the morning funne. 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London,to meete with Warwick?, 

And pull faife Henry from the Rcgall throne. 

Exeantomr.es. 

Enter JParwickg and Clarence with the Crowne , and then 
King Henry , Oxford, Somerset, and the 
yomg Earle of Richmond, 

King, 
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jO»£.Thus from the prifon to this princely feate. 

By Gods great mercies am I brought againe. 

Clarence and Warwtcke, do you keepe the croWnc, 

And gouerneand prote&my Realme in peace. 

And 1 will fpend the remnant ofmy.daies. 

To fiuncs rebuke,and my Creators praife. 

War MV hat anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes will i 

Cla . Clarence agrees to w f hat king Henry likes. 

King . My Lord of Somcrfec.what pretty boy 
Is that you feeme to be-fo carefull of r 

Som . If it pleafe your grace, it is young Henry, 

Earle of Richmond. 

King. Henry of Richmond, Come hither pretty Lad 
If hcauenly powers do aime aright 
To my diuining thoughts,thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries bliffe. 

Thy head is made to weare aptincely crowne,* 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maiefty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he fhall hclpe you more, 

Then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a letter to Warwicke, 

War. What counfell Lords, Edward from Belgia, 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London 
And many giddy headed people follow him. 

Oxf . Tis beft to looketo this betimes. 

For if this fire dokindle any further, 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War. In Warwickftiirc 1 haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace,yetbold in warre. 

Them will I mufter vp,and thou fonne Qarence, 

Shalt in Eflex,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
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And thou brother Montague fm Leifterfhire, 

Buckingham and Northamptonfliire fhalt finde. 

Men well inclinde to do what thou commands, 

And thou hraue Oxford, wondrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries mutter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louing Cittizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lords take leaue.and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell my Soueraigne. 

■KVag.Farwell my Hector, my Troies true hope. 

War. Farwel fwect Lords, lets meete at Couentry, 

All. Agreed. Sxemtomnes. 

Enter Edward and bis traine. 

Edw. Seize on the fhamefac’ft Henry , 

And once againc conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him, I will not heare him fpeakc. 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courfe. 

To meete with Warwick*? and his confederates. 

Exeunt omnes, . 

Enter Warwicke on thewals. 

War . Where is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord, my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf. pofte. By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague ? 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague } 

Pofie.\ left him at Donfinore with his troopes. 

War. Say Santmerfield, where is my louiftg fonne ? 

And by thy gucfie,how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. A t Soutbam my Lord I left him W ith 
His force,and do expedl him two houres hence. 

War. Then Oxford is at hand,I heare his Drum. 

•' * 

Enter Edward and his power. 

Glo. See brother, where the furlie Warwicke mans the wall. 
War. O vnbid fpight,is fpotfull Edward come t 
Where flept our fcouts,or how arc they feduc’d, 

That 
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That we could haue no newes oftheirrepaire i 

Edw. Now ITarwicke, wilt thou be forry for thy faults 
And call Edward king,and he will pardon thee * 

War. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe 
Confefle who fet thee vp and puld thee downe * 

Call Warwicke Patron, and be penitent ? 

And thou fhalt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

g/^-.I had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king 
Or did he make the icaft againft his will. & * 

r{ TwasWarwicke gaue the kingdome to thy -brother. 
Edw. Why then tis mine, if but by ITarwicks ojft. 

War. I, hut thou art no ^ tlas for fo a great a weight 
And vte&YxngyWarwicke takes his gift againe, & * 

Henry is my king, Warwicke his fubiccft. 

Edw.l pret'nee gallant ITarwicke tell me this 
. What is the body when the head is off ? 

Glo. Alafle,that warwicke had no more forefight. 

But whilft he fought to fteale the fingle ten, 

The king was finely fingred from the'decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallace. 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the Tower. 

Edw. Tis eucn fo,and yet you are old IP'arwtcke ftill. 

War. O chcerefull Golours,fee where Oxford comes. 

Enter Oxfordyvitb drum andfou/diors. 

Ox .Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster. 

Ed.The gates are open,fee,they enter in. 

Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

' • No » fo fome other might fet vpon our backcs 
Wee I ftay till all be entered,and then follow them. ' 

E nter S omerfetyvith Drum and fold, or s . 
Som.Somerfet,Somerfet for Lancafier. 

x -r 

Jjbf'No of thy name,both Dukes o fSomerfit, 

Haue folde their liues vnto the houfe of Torke, 

And tboufhalt bethcthird,ifmy fword hold. 
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Enter Montague, with Drum and Soldi*; t. 

Mont, Montague, Montague ,for Lane after. Ex it, 

Edw . Traiterous Montague , thou and thy brother 
Shall dc;rely abide- this rebellious a&e. 

Enter Clarence with Drum and. Soldiers. 

War. And loc where George of Qlarenct fweepes along, 
Ofpower enough to bid his brother battaile. 

Cla.Clarence , Clarence, for Lancafier. 

. Edw. Ettu 2?r#ftf,wilt thou ftab Cafar too ? 

Aparlie firra,to George of Clarence. 

Sound a par lie, and Richard and Clarence whiff ers together , and then 
Clarence takes his redRofeout of his Hat,& throwes it at Warwick^ 

War. Cornc Clarence , co m e , th o u wilt if Warwick? call. 
C/^.Father of Warwicke.know you what this mcanes ? 

I throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

(Who gaue his blood to lime the Hones together) 

And fet vp Lancafter. Thinkcft thou. 

That Clarence is fo barfiivnnaturall. 

To lift his fword againft his brothers life. 

And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defiethee* 

And to my brothers turne my blufhing cheekcs. 

Pardon me Edward fox I haue done amiffe, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will prone no more vneonftant, 

Edw. Welcome Clarence, znd ten times more welcome. 

Then if thou neuer hadft deferu’d our hate* 

(7/f. Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly. 

War. Oh palling traitor,periur’d and vniuft. 

Edw . Now Warwicke , wilt thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or fhall we beatc the 



Stones about thine cares ? 

War.VJhy I am not coopt vp hecrc for defence, 
I will away to Barnet pic fctitly, 
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And bid thee battailc,^W if thou dar’ft 
Edw.YcsWarwwke he dares, and leades the wav 
lord & to the fie!d,Sain t George and vi&ory. ** 

Exeunt omnts, 

Alarmes and then enter Warwick? wounded. 

War. Ah, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe 
And tdl me who is v\&or,rork? or Warwick?} * 

Why aske I that? my mangled body foewes, 

Tha t I muftyeeld my body to the earth. 

And by my fall the conqueft to my foes 
Thus yeclds the Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe artr.es gaue flicker to the princely Eagle 
Vndcr whofe fliade the rampant Lyon flept," * 

Whole top branch ouer-peerd /cues fpreading tree. 

The wnncklcs in my browes now fild with bloud, 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

For who hu d king,but 1 could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwick? bent his brow* 

Loe now my glory fmeard in duftand blood 
My parkes,my walkes ? my mannors that I had 
tuen now forfake me,and of all my Lands, ’ 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 

<* £” ttr Oxford and Somerfet. : 

Oxf. Ah Warwick?, Warwick ?,* chcerc vp thy felfe and liue 
For yet there s hope enough to win the day/ * 

Our warlike Queene with troopes is come from France, 

And &t South -hampton landed all her trainc, 

And mightft thou liue, then would we neuer flie, 

War . Why then -I would not flie, not haue I now.. 

Bu tHercnles himfelfemuft yeeld toods. 

For many wounds rccei it’d, and many more repaide*. 

Hath robd myftrong knit fincwes of their ftrengtfo 
And ipite of fpires needs miijft I yeeld to death* 

S«w.Thy brother Montague hath breath’d his iafl,. 
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And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And fry. Commend me to my vafiant brother : 

And more he would haue fpoke, and more he faide. 

Which founded like a clamour in a vault. 

That could not'be diftinguifht for the found. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth and duft? 
And Hue we how we can, yet dye we muft. 

Sweet reft his foule, flye Lords, and faue your (clues, 

For Warwick^ bids you all farewell to meete in heauen. 

He dyes* 

Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take our horfe. 

And caufe retreatc be founded through the Campe, 

That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 

May be forewarn’d, and faue themfelues by flight. 

That done, with them wecllpofte vnto the Queene, 

And once more try our fortune in the field, * 

Exit ambo. 

Enter Edward, Clarence, and Glofier, with 

Soldiers, 

Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs vi&orie 
And girt our temples with triumphant ioyes. 

The big-bon’d traitor Warwicke hath breath’d his laft. 

And heauen this day hath fmil’d vpon vs all. 

But in this cleare and brightfome day, 

I iee a blacke fufpitious clowd appeare. 

That will encounter with our glorious S*he,’ 

Before he gaine his eafefull wefterne beames ; 

I meane thole pow’rs which the Queene hath got in France 
Are lauded, and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her, 

And’tis likely, if fhe haue time to breath. 

Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 

Edw, We are aduertifde by our louing friends. 

That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury i 
Thither will we, for wiliingneffe rids way ; 
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And in euery Country as we pafle along, 

Ourftrengths fliallbe augmented. 

Come lets go, for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 

Sharpe winters (howers will marre our hope for haie. 

Exeunt emnes. 

Enter the Queene, Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiors, 

Queene. Welcome to England,my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somerfet, and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and warwicke as our maine Maft ouerthrowne. 

Yet warlike Lords raife you that fturdie poftc,' 

That bearcs the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willing Pilots fhould. 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne. 

To bcare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That hceretofore hath (wallowed vp our friends. 

Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there fhould) 
amongft vs a timerous orfearefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 

Leaft he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs. 

Iwillnotftand aloofeandbid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
and Angle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yeel d, 

Or leaue my body as witnefle of my thoights, 

Oxf. Women and children of fo high refolue. 

And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall lhame. 

Oh braue young Prince, thy noble grandfather 
Doth Hue againe in thee. 

Long maift thou Hue to bearehis image. 

And to renew his glories. 

Som, And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight. 

Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day 
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Be hift, and wondered at if he arife. 

£ nter a AEeJfenger. 

Mejf. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf, I thought it was his policy to take ys vnprouided. 

But here will we ftand and fight it to the death. 

Enter K. Edward flarence,Glofler ,Haflings ,and fouldiers . 

Edw. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood. 

Which by G ods afliftance, and your proweffe. 

Shall with our fwords ere night be deane cut downe. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I flrouldfay 
My teares gainfay.For as you fee > Idrinke 
The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this : 

Henry ourKingisprifoner in thcTower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft. 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry. Saint George. 
tsill. Saint George for Lancafter. 

■' 

Alarms to the hat tell, Torke flies, then the chambers be dtfeharged. . 

Then enter the King, Clarence, Glofier, and the reft, making a great, 
jhout, and cry , for Torke, for Torke, and then the Queens, Prince , 
Oxford, and Somerfet are taken , and then found and enter all a- 

gaine. 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles,. 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caftlc ftraight. 

For Somerfet, oft' witWtfsfguilty head. 

Away, I will not heare^cm fpcake. 

Oxf; For my part He hot trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf, 
Som. Nor I , but ftoop with patience to my death. Exit Sum . 
Edw, Now Edward, what fatisfa&ion canft thou make. 

For ftirring vp my fubieefs to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speakelikc a fubie& proud ambitious Yorkej 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refigne thy chaire.and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the felfefame words to thee. 

Which 
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Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to. 

4?#. Oh that thy father had bene fo refolud. 

Glo. That you might ftill haue kept your peticote. 

And nerc haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

Prin. Let i&fop fable in a winters night. 

His curriftt Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo, By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Glo, ForGods fake takeaway this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this fcolding Cvooke-backe rather. 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 

Cla. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’d George, 

And thou mifhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better. Traitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou likenefle of this railer here. Stabs him e 
^«.Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadic* 
Glo. Why fliould fhe liue to fill the world with words* 

Ed, What doth (he fwound ? 

Make meanes for her recouery. 

Glo, Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother. 

1 muft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall hearc more newe*. 

Cla. About what, prethee tell me ? 

C/ff.The Tower man, the Tower : lie rootethem out. 

Exit Glojter , 



Qu. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy : 

Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that ftab’d Caftr fired no blood at all. 

For he was a man ; this, in refpeA a childe. 

And men nerc fpend their fury on a childe. 
What’s worfe then T yrant that I may not name ? 
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Y ou haue no children diuels,if you had, 

The thought of them would then haue ftopt your rage, 

But if you euer hope to haue a fonne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Eda>. A way, and beare her hence. 

Queene.N ay nere beare me hence, difpatch 
Meheere, hcete flieathethy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death.Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence,Ao thou do it. 

£7<s»By heauen I would not do thee fo much eafe. 

Queene.GooA Clarence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 

Cla . Didft thou not heare mefweare I would not do it ? 

Queen, ],but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas finne before.but now tis charity,. 

Where’s the diucls butcher,hard-fauoured Richard, 

Richard where art thou ? He. is not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed. 

Petitioners for blood, hce’l nereput backe. 

Edw. Away I fay,and take her hence perforce. 

J^w.So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. Exit. 

ftffw.Clarence, whether is Glofter gone ? 

C/rf.Marry my Lord to London,and as I gueffe, 

To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. 

Edw. He is fudden if a thing come in his head. 

W ell,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks, and now lets toward London, 

T o fee our gentle Queene how fhe doth fare, . 

For by this 1 hope fhe hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Glofter to King Henry in the Tower* 

Glo.QooA day my Lord. What at yourbooke fb hard ? 

Hen. I my good Lord. Lord I fhould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter,and good Diuell,were all alike. 

What feene of death hath Rofttu now to afte i 

G/c.Sufpition alwaies haunts a guilty mindc. 

Heth 
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Hew, The bird once limde, doth feare the fatall bufh, 
And I the hapleflc maile to one poore bird, 

Haue now the fatall obie& in mine eie. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild, 

<5/o.Why,what a foole was that of Creetei 
That taught his fonne the office of a bird, 

And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd. 

Hen A Dedalus, my poore fonne Icarus , 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward, the funne that feardehis wings, 

And thou the enuieft gulfc that fwallowed him. 

Oh better can my bread abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine cares that tragickc hiftory. 

Glo. Why doft thou thinke I am an executioner ? 

Hen. A perfccutor I am furc thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

GVo.Thy fonne I ktld for his preemption.. 

Hen . Hadft thou binkild when firft thou didft prefume 
Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine. 

And thus I^prophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands death. 

And many an infants water ftanding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers. 
Shall curfc the time that euer thou wert borne. 

The Owle fhrikt at thy birth,an euill figne, 

The night Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tune. 

Dogs howld, and hideous terripefts fbooke downc trees. 
The Rauen rookt heron the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth lefle then a mothers hope. 

To wit : an vndigeft created lumpe. 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

T eeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 

Tcf fignifie thou cam’ft to bite the world, 

And irthe reft be true that I haue heard, 
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The contention e, 

Thou cam’ft into the world q+ i * 

gio Die prophet in thy fpeech,ile heare no more, ‘ ^ 
*° r this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 

Hen. T, and for much more (laughter after this 

° S, od .S, rgiuc m y finne$ > and p ardon th «. ’ u e j vet 

Glo< What ? will the afpiring blood ofLancafter ^ * 

Sinke into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mounted' 
See how my fvyord weepes tor the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple teares alwayes be fhed 
tor fuch as feeke the downfall of our houfe. ’ Stab him wen* 
Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither .• g 

I, that haue neither pitty, louc, nor feare. 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me of. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother fay, * 

I came into the world with my legges forward. 

And .iad I not r cafon thinke you to make haft 
And feeke their mines that vfurp’d our rights ? 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefus blcffe vs, he is borne with teeth : ° 

A nd fo I was indeede. Which plainly fignified/ 

That I fhould fnarle and bite, and play the Do°o e . 

Then, finccheauen hath made my body fo, && •* 

Tet hell make crook d my minde to anfwer it. 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; - 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers ; 

And this word Awe, which gray-beards termeDiuine 
Be refident in men like one another, * 

And not in me, I am my felfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thoukeptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee.- 
For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretence of outward Teeming ill’ 

As Edward (hall be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare, He be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fonne arc gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them/ 

So by one and one dilpatching all the reft, 

Couit- 



of Yorke and Lane after. 

Counting my felfe but bad.till I be beft. 
lie drag thy body in another roome. 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome. Sxit, 

Enter King EdwardyQueene Elizabeth, and a Ntirfe with the young 
Prince, and Clarence fjlofier ,H a flings ,and others « 

Edw.Oncc more we fit inEnglands throne, 

Repurchaft with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant focmen like to Antumnes corne, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes of Somerfet, three-fold renownd 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions-. 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the fonne. 

And two NorthumberlandSjtwo braucr men 
Nere fpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found. 

With them the two rou gh Beares, Warwicks and tJWor.tagtte, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And matte our footftoole of fecurity. 

Come hilaer "Betfe , and let me kiffe my boy, 

Young Ned , for thee,thine Vncldes and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marcht all afoot,in fummers fealding heate. 

That thou mightft repofleffe the crowne in peace. 

And of our labours thou (Irak reape the gaine. 

Glo . lie blaft his harueftpf your head were laid, 

For yet I am not lookt on in the world. 

This (houlder was ordaind fo tbicke to heaue. 

And heaue it (hall fo’mc weight.or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way , and thou firalt execute. 

Edw. Brothers of Clarence and of Glofter, 

Pray loue my louely Queene, 

And kiffe your Princely Nephew, both. 

Cla. The duty that I owe vnto your Maiefty, 

Ifcalc vpon the rofiate lips of this fwcete Babe, 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 
O^w.Thankes noble Clarence, viotthy, brother thanlces, 
Glo. And that I loue the fruite From whence thou Fpraneft 
Witneffe the louing ki0e I giuc the childe. 

To fay the truth,fo ludas kift his matter. 

And Fo he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 

£d«\Now ami Feated as my Foule delights, 

Cla. What will your grace haue done with CMargaret.1 
Reynard her father, to the King oF France 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and leruftlem. 

And hither haue they fent it For a fanFome. 

Edtv.Avny with her,and waFther hence to France, 

And now what reft?, but that we Fpcnd the time. 

With ftately triumphs and mirthFull comicke ftiewes. 

Such as befits the pleaFures oF the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,Farwell to Fowre annoy,' 

For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. 

Exeunt omnet. 
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Enter Richard Duke cfGloc(Jler ,fo\tis. 



Ow is the winter of (Jifsent-ent, - 



I Made glorious fornmer by this fonne ofYorke: 
^nd ail the eloudes that lowrd vpon our houic, 

Ai t-hc deepe bofomc of the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browett bound with vidVorious wreathes, 
Our brufed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changd to merric meetings, 

Our dreadful! marches to delight full plcafurcs. 
Grim-vifagde warre,hath fmoothde his wringted front. 
And now in ftead of mounting barbed Heeds, 

To fright the foules of fcarefull aduerfarics, 

He capers n i m bly in a Lad ics chamber, 

To the lafciuiouspleafing ofa loue. 

But I that am not fearpj,f or fportiuc trices, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glafle, 

I that am rudely Hampt,and want loues maioflie 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dillembling nature, 

Dcformd, vnfiniflit, fent before my time 
Into this breathing \jorld halfc_m ade vp, 

And that fo lamely andvnfalh ionable, 

That dogs barkcatmcas/haltbythcm: 

TV hy /in this weakc piping time of peace 
Hauc no delight to paileaway the time. 

VnleiTc to fpic my fliadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformities 
And therefore fince / cannot prouc a louer 
To entertainc thefe faire well fpo^en dates, 

I am determined to proue a villaine, . 

And hate the idle pleafures ofthefe daies 
• Plots haue l laid, indudions dangerous, 

Ai 
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The Tragcdie 

Bydrun^cn prophefics, libels and drc&mes. 

To let my brother Clarenccand the £jng, 

In deadly hate the one again (1 the other. 

And if^ing Edward bcastrueand iull 
As I am fubti!e,faifcand trccherous; 

This day ihould.Clarence elolely be mewd-vp, 

About adrohefie which fates that G. 

Of Edwards hetres the rourrherer Hiall bee. 

Dine thoughfedown'e to my. foule, Er.terClaronce rstib 
Here Clarence comes, a guard oj men. 

Brother, good dayes, what mcansthis armed guard 
That wattes vpon your grace ? 

Cla. His maiellic tendering my perfons fafetic hath ap. 
This condud: to cor.uey me to the Tower.. ( pointed 

Glo. V pon what caule l 
Cla. BccauAf’my naific is George. 

Glo. //lack my Lprd,that fault is none of yours, 

He fliouldifor that.commityour good fathers.- 
0 belike his maidlic hath fome intent 
Thatyou ihal! be new chrillncd in the Tower, 

But w hat i$ t he matter Clarence may /know ?. 

CT* Ycn Richard when I know ,fof*7pfB!cft. 

As yet / do nor^butas / can learnc. 

He harkensafter prophecies and dreames, 

And from the erotic- rnwc p.'uckcs the letter G*: 

And laics a wizard told him that by G, 

His ilfuedifinherited Ihould be, 

■//ndformy name of George begins with G, 

Itfellowes i n his thought thatTanTfiE:-** 

Thefeas /iearne,and luch lika.toycsasthelc, 

Haue moued hishighnelfe to commit me now 
Glo why this it-is when men arc rulde by.woracn? 

Tisnotthe £ing . that fends you to the Tower? 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis iliec 
That rempts him tothis extermitic : 

Was it not fheand that good man. of worlhip 
Anthony wooduilc her brother there. 

That made him fend Lord Hailing; to the tower? 

From whence this prefcnt day he is dcliucred h 
We arenot fafe Clarence, .wf^rc npt fafe. 
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of Richard the thirds 

Cla. By heauen / thinke there is no manfcctarde 
ButtheQueencs kindred^nd night-walkig Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the king and MilirelTc Shoare; 

Heard yc not what an humble fuppiiant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his dehuerie? 

Glo. Humble complaining to her deitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc hi&libcrtic, 

He tell you what, f thinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe in faucur with the King; 

To be her men, and wcarc her hucry, 

The jealous orewor-ne widow and hcrfclfir, 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 
Arcmightiegoflips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befcech your graces both to pardon me ? 

Hismaieflie hath fifarghtly giuen in charge, 

Thatnoman fliall hauepriuatc conference, 

Of what degree CotUer with his brother. 

Glo. Euen lo & pleafeyour worfhip Brokcnbury, 

You may partake of any thing w.e fay : 

We fpea^e no treafon man, wc fay the king 
Is wifieandvertuous ,and h is noble Qo_ eenc 
jy ell (troche inycarcs,faire,andnot icalous, 

Wc lay that Shores wife hath a pretic foote, 

Achcrry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafing tongue: 

Aad that thc^Quecnes kindred arc made gentle folkcs; 

How fay, you fir, can you deny all this ? 

Bro. With this ( my Lord) my lelfe haue naught to do. 

<7/f.<Naught to do with Miftfcllc Shore I tell thee fellow? 

He tkatdoth naught with her, excepting one. 

Were bell he do it lecretly alone. 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband £nauc, wonldft thou betray npe ? 

Bro. 1 befcech your Gracc to pardon me, and with all for- 
y D ur conference with the noble Duke. ( bearer: 

Cla, Wc. know thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey. 

Glo. Wc are the Quccnes Abicfts and mull obey? , 
brother farewell, Iwill vnto the King, 

And whatfocucryou will imploy me in, 
tFctc itto call King Edwards widow filler; 

A. 3 /Witt! 
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ai.c negcoie - 

• I will pet forme it to ir.franchife you, 

Meane time this deepedifgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. ’ 

CY* . I know it pleafeth neither ofvs well. 

Glo. Well., your imprifbnmcnt fhall not be long. 

I will defiuer you, cr lie for you, 

Meanetime haue patience. 

. Cla. I muff preforce, farewell. Exit. Cla. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou fhalcnere return e 
Simple plaine Clarence,! do loue thee fo, * 

That I will fhortly fend thy fouleto heauen, 

Ifhcauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who come3 here, the new deliuered Haftings/ 

Enter Lord Hafhngr. 

Baft. Good rime of day vnto my gracious Lord 

Glo. As much vnto my good -Lord Chamberiaine: 
t Well are you welcome to t fys p pen a ire. 

How hath your Lordfhip brooktimprifbnmcnt ? 

HaFt. With patience (noble Lord) as prifoners mufh 
But I fHall liuc my Lord togiuc them thankes, 

That were the caufe of my imprifonmen t, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and f© Bull Clarence too, 

F cr thay that were your enemies are his, 

And hauepreuaild as much on trim asyou. 

Haft. More pittic that the E4gle fliould be mewed, 

While itTitcs and Buzars preyatlibertie. 

Glo . What newes abroad l - 

Haft, No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King is lickly, wcakeand melancholy, 

And his Phifitians feare him mightily. 

Glo Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euil diet long, 

And oucrmuch confirmed his royall perfon, 

Tis very grecueus to be thought vpon, 

What, is he in hisbcd. ? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and f ve'ili follow you, Exit Halt 
He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die 
nil George be packt with pofthorfe vp to heauen 
lie into vrge his hatred more to Cjfarenco* 
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of Richard the third. 

With lyes well Reek! with weightie arguments, 

And if I fafle not in n.y deepe intent, 

Clarence hath notawotherday to hue: 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 
Andleauethevvorldforme tobulTell in : 

For then I le marry Warwicks youaged-daughfer. 

What though I kiid her husband and her father, 

The readieft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I,not all fomuch for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By marrying her which I mu ft reach vnto. 

-But yet I run before my horfc to market : 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill Hues andraignes, 
When they are gone, then muft f count my games. E; 

Enter Lady Anne, with t hehearfe of Harry the 6, 

Lady Ame. Set downe. jfod ownc your honourable Lord 
If honour may be fhrowded in a hearfe 
Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter. 

Poore kei-cold figure ofa holy King, 

Pale allies of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beitlawful! that I inuocate thy ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wtfcto thy Ed ward, to thy flaughtred fonne, 

Stabd by the fclfefame hands th it made thefe holes ? 
Loc,inthofe windowesthat let foorth thy life, 

I powrethe hclpcleifc blame ofmy poore eyes, 

Ciuft be the hand that made tjj^fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart that had the heart to do it, 

Moredircfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee i 
Then I can wifhto adders, fpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomdc thing th 1 1 hues. 

Ifeucrhchaucchild,abortiucbcit, 

Prodiftiousand vntimely brought to light s 

Whofc vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 

May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 
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If eucr he hauewife,!et her be made 
As mifcrablcby the death of him, 

As I am made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chcrtfcy with your holy load 
Taken from Taulcs to be interred there: 

And ftill as you arc awcarico f the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Ffcnries coarfcv 
Enter Glofter. 

Glo. Stay you that bearc the coarfe,and fetit downe, 

L*. f*Tiat blacke magitian coniurcs vp rhis fiend 
To ftop denoted charicabje deeds i 
Gl« t Villaioc/ct downcthccoarfejorby Saint Paul, 

He makca ccarfcofhim thatdifobeyc*. 

Gen. My Lord ftand backeand let theeoffin paftc. 
do. Vnmanerd dog, (land thou when [command; 

Aduancc thy Halbert higher then tny beeft* 

'Or by Saint P aui lie ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger fo?ti?y boldneCT 

La. What do you tremble, 3rc you ailafraidc i i 

Alas, l blame you not for you are mortall, i 

And mortal! eyes cannot cndurethcdiuell. ‘ 

Auantthou dreadful! miniftcr ofhcil, 

Thou hadft but power oucr his mortall bodie, 

Hi* foule thou can ft not haue, therefore be gone. • », 

G/f. Sweet Saintfor charitie,be not fo rurft. 

La. Foulc diucl,Tor Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 

For thou haft made the happie earth tny hell : 

Fild it with curling crics,anddeepccxclaimcs. 

If thou delight to viewthy hainous deeds, 

Behold th is patteme of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen (ec,(cedead HlRfles wounds, 

' Open their congcald mouths and bleed afrefh. 

Blulli, blufh, thou luropcoffoalc dcformitic, 

For tis thy prcfencc that exhales this blood 
From cold and emptic vey ncs where no blood dwels* 

Tiy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokca this deludgc moil vnnaturall. • 

Oh God, which this blood tnadft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reuenges-hi* death: 
fiither hcaucR with lightning ftrickcthc uuirthcrcr dead? 
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of Richard the third. 

Orearth gape open wideband eate him quicke, 

Js thou doeft fwallowc vp this good kingsblood, 

*Hiich his. Hel-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladie,you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good for bad,b!e(Tmgs for curfes, 

La. Fillannephou £nowft no law of God nor man: 

No beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of piftic. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft, 

Z«.Oh wonderfull when deuilstell the truth.* 

gU. More wonderful] when Angels ar£ib angry, 

Vouchfafe diui ne perfection ofa woman, 

Ofthcfcfuppofed cuilsto giueme Jeaue, 

By circumftance buffo acquiteroy felfe. 

La. Fouchfafe defufed infedbon of a man, 
for thefe knownceuils,buttogiuemeleaue, 

By circumftance to curie thy curfed fclfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient lerfure to excufc my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinkc thee, thou can ft make 
No excufc currant, but to hang thy feife. 

Glo. By fuch difpare I fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. An d by difparing ihouldft thou ftand exeufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which dideftvnworthy flaughtcr vpon ^h.crs. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they arc, and diuelifli flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not^ill your husband. 

La. Why then he U aliuf. 

' Glo. Nay? he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foulc throat thou lycft. Queene Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once did ft bend again ft herbreft, 

But that thy brother beat afidc the poynt. 

Glo.l was prouo^ed by her flanderous tongue 
rrhich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlelTe flioulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo^ed by thy bloodie minde, 

Which neucr dreamt on ought:but butcheryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant ycc. 
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La, Doc ft graunt me hcdgehog,then God grant me too 
Thoumaicft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle,milde,and vertuous. 

Qlo. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt neucr come. 

Glo. Let him thankc me thatholpe to fend him thither* 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfitfor any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfe,ifyc will heare me name it. 

La. Some dung Am. Glo. Your bed chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide thechamber where thou licft, . 

Glo. So will it Madame, till /lie with you. 

La. I hopefo. • 

Glo. I know fb, but gentle Ladic Anne, 

To leaue this kind incounter of our wits. 

And fall foinewhatintpa flower methode: 

Isnotthecaufer ofrhetime-leile deaths 
Qfthefc Plantagenets,Henryand Edward, 

As blaroefull as the executioner? 

La: Thou art the caule.and rnoft accurft effed:. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe of that effetft. 

Tour beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 
Tovridertaketbedeathof all the world, 

So / might reft tbatjpoure in your fweet bofome. 

La. ifl thought mat, /tell thee homicide, 

Thcfe nailes Ihouid rend that beautiefrom my cheekes. 

Glo. Theft eies could neuer endurefweet beauties wrack, 

You (liquid not blemifli them if J flood by : 

Asa!! the world is cheated by the Sunnc, 

So / by that, it is my day, my life.*"” 

La. Blac^night ouerlhade thy day, and death thy life. 

GVo.Curfenot thy fclfefaire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would /wereto be reuengde on thee. 

Glo. /tas a quarrel, mod vnnaturall,’ 

To be reuengde on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuftand reafonable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. . 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it tohclpc thee to a better husband. 

' La. His 
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of Richard the "third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpsn the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he liues that loues you better then he could. 

La. Name him. ''Glo, Plantagencc. 

La. Why whatw as hec ? 

Glo. The fcTfTfane name, but one of better nature. 

L i. Adhere is hec i 

Gio. H cere. Sh< e (pitted at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mee ? 

La. Would it were mortal! poyfcjji^y^jjtf fake. 

Glo Neuer came poyfon from fohvcete^lace. 

Li. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler toadc. 

Out of my light , thou doeft infeftmy eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes flveet Lady haue infected mine. 

La. Wo uid they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I might dye at once, 

For now thy kill mee with a liuing death: 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawnefaittcarcs, 

Shamed their afpeft with ftote ofchildifh drops, 

I neuer fued to friend nor encmie, . 

My tougue could neucr learne fweete foothing woras . j 

Buc now thy beautie is propofdc my fee: . f 

My proud hear tfues, and prompts my tongue to ipca^e,* 

Teach not thy lips fuch feptne/or they were made 
For Rifling Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reucngefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loc here 1 lend thee this fliarpe pointed kvoro, 
ivh ich if thou plcafe to bide in this true bofome? 

And let the foule forth that adoreth thee: 

I laic it nuked to the deadly ftro£e: 

And humbly beg the death vpon my £nee. ^ 

Nay, do not pawfe, twas I that k\\d your husuand, 

But twas thy beautie that prouo^ed mee: 

Nay now difpatcb, twas I diatkild king Henry, ..... 

But twas thy heauen ly face that fet me on : hevt jhc lets jail 

Take vp the fword againc,or take vp me. Jig] Mird. 

La. Arife di (Tern bier, though I wifli thy death, 

S I will not be the executioner. 

Glo, Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it. 
T^Ihauealreadie. 

1 B i Io ' 



2 La o . Jj — • 

1*1 me fb tlvey kill — - 








ThcTragcdie 

Glo. Tufli, that was in the rage.* 

Speake it againe,and cuenwith the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy iouc, 

Shall for thy loue kill a farre truer Iouc, 

To both their deaths tbou (halt be accelTarie. 

La. I would I knew thy heart. 

G7i?.Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. 1 fearcl me both arc falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer maowastrue. 

La. Wei I, well, jro^pyour fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

Zrf.ThaHhallyouknow hereafter. 

Glo. 5ut { fhall hue in hope. 

La. All men l hope iiue fo, 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giuc, 

Glo. Look how this ring incompatleth thy finger? 
Eucn fo thy breaft inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Wetj both cfthem,for both ofthem are thinc- 

And ifthy poorc fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doefl confirmc his happinefiTe foreuer .* 

La. What is it l 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaucthefc fad defignes 
To him that hath morecaufc to be a mourner? 

And prcfently repaire to Crosbie place. 

Where after / haue folemncly enterred 
At Chertfie Monafterie this noble Ting, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tcarcs, 

I will with all expedient dutiefee you: 

For diuers vn^nowne rcafons,I bcfcech you 
Graunt me this boonc? 

La. th all my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

To fee you arc become fo penitent.* 

TrcffiM and Bartlv .eoc along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then youdclerue: 

But fincc you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine I haue laid farewell alrcadie. Exit. 
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of Richard the third. 

Glo. Sirs, take vp the corfc. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord l 
Glo. No : to White Fryers : there attend my comming. 
Was eucr woman in this humor woed i Exeunt . Manet Glo. 
W&s eucr woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 
jf>hat I that kild her husband and her father, 

To take her in her hearts cxtreamell hcate : . 

With curies in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnelfe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefebarrcsagainlt me, 
And I nothingto backe my fuitc withall 

ButtheplaineDiuelland diiremblinglookcs, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing.Hah l 
Hath flie forgot alrcadie that brauc Prince 
Edward,her Lord, whom I fame three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury ? 

A fwcetcr and a louelicr gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitic of nature : 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal , 

The fpacious world cannot againcaftoord. 

And will Ihe yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fwcetc Prince, 

And made her widdow to a w Tull bed . 

On me,whofealI not equals Edwards moity, 

Onmethathalt,andamvn(hapcnthus. - * 

My dukedomc tobcabeggerly denier, 

I do miflakc mypenon all this while. 

Vpon my life Ihe finds, although I cannot 
My felfc,to be a maruailou?. proper man. 
lie be at charges for a Looking-guUe? 

And enterta ine fomc fcore or two of tailors 
To fiudie fafliions to ador^my bodie. 

Since /am creptin fauour with my lelte, 

I will maintaine it withahttle colt. 

Butfirft lie turne you fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Zcou>far C f U nne,.illIh*u=bou | h<agU| i . ( 

That I may fee my lhadow as I paffc. 
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filter Queene, Lord Risers and Gray, 

Ri Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieflie, 
Will foone recouer his accuftomcd health. 

Gray. In that you brocke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertainc good comfort. 

And chearc his grace with tjuicke and merry words. 

Gtt, if he were dcad.v dj^t would betide of me f 
Ri. No other harme but loife of luch a Lord. - 
£hi. The lolls of fuch a Lord includesali harme. 

Gray. The heauens hauc bled you with a goodly (bnne, 

To beyour comforter when he is gone. 

£u. Oh he is yong,and his minoritie 
IsputvntothctruflofRich.Gloceder, 

A man that louesnot me, nor none of you. 

Ri. Is it concluded he dull be Protedor? 

£>h. It is determined, not concluded ycr, 

But fo ir mud be ifthe king mifearrie. Enter Buck. Darby. 

Gr. Here comes the Lordso I Buckingham and Darby. 
Rue. Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Dar. Godmakeyourmaiedieioyfullas you hauebene. 
J2#. The Countelfe Richmond good my Lord of Darby 
Toyourgood praiers will fcarcciy fay, Amen : 

Yet Darby, notwithdanding dices ycur wife, 

And loues not me,be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Par . A I beleech you either not belecue 
The enuious flaunders of heraccufcrs. 

Or if fhe beaccufde in true report, 

Be. ire with her weakened?, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward fickneifejand no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbfe ! 

Dar. ButnowtheDuke ofBuckingham ard I, 

Came from vilidng his maieftie. ^ 

J^y.. What likelihood of his anaendment Lords ? 

Rue. Madame, good hope, his grace fpeakes chearfuily# 
gu. God grauothitn hea!th,did you confer with him ? 
Rue. Madame we did: Hedelircs tomakeattonenaent 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloceftcr and your brothers, 

AnJ betwixt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

And 
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And fent fo warne them to his royall prcfcnce. 

J>hi. Would all were wcll,butthatwillneuer be. 1 
I fearc our happinelfe is at the highed. Enter Ghcefier. 

Glo. They doe me wrong, and I will not indurc it. 

Who arc they that complaines vnto the king ? 

That I forfooth am Herne and loue them not : 

By holy Pauli hey loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with/uch dilfentious rumors: 

Becaufc I cannot flatterahd ipeake faire, 
Smilcinmensfaces,fmooth,deceiue,andcog, 

Ducke with French nod3,and apilh couttefie, 

I mud be held a rankcrous enemie. 

Cannot a platne man liue and thinke no harme, 

But thu s in f itnple truth mull beabufdc 
By filkcnflieinlinuatinglackes? 

Ri. To whom in all this prcfcnce fpeakes your grace i 
Glo. To thee, that haft nor honcftie ner grace. 

When haue I injured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Orthec,orthec,oranyof your fadion? 

A plague vpon you all.Hrs royall perfon 
(Whom God preferuc better then you would wifh) 

Cannot be quietfearcea breathing while-, 

Blit you mult trouble him with lewd complaints. 

£)u. Brother ofGlocefter,youmiftakc the matter: 

The king of his owne royall difpofijjpn, 

Andnotprouokt by any futcrelfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward adions flicwcs it felfe, 

Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfe: 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather . 

The ground of your ill will, and to retnouc it. 

Glo. 1 cannot tell, the world is growne fo bad, 

That Wrens jna y prey where Eagles dare not pearcb, 

Since euery Iackebecamca gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

gu. Come, come, we know your meaning brother Glo. 

You enuie mineaduancement and my friends, 

God grant we ncuer ma/Tiaue need ofyou. 

Glo. Meane time, God grant that wc hauc need of you, 

Our-’' 
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Our brother is imprifonedbyyour mcanes, 

My fclfc difgraccd,and the Nobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 

Are daily giuen to enoble thofe, 

Thatfcarce fome two daics fince were worth a noble. 

J2jt- By him that raifde me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which I enioyed, 

1 ncuer did incenfc his J^ajcftie . 

Againft the Duke ofClarencc,but hauc beenc 
An earned aduocattopieade for him. 

My Lord, you do mefnamfuil iniurie, 

Falfely to draw me in thefc vilcfufpcdls. 

Glo. You may denie that you were not the caufe, 
Ofmy Lord Hadings late imprifonment. 

Rett. She may my Lord. 

Glo. She may,L. R i u ers,w-hy who knowes not fo ? 

She may doc more fir then denying that : 

She may hclpyou to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her aydir.g hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What my (he not? fiie may, yea marrie may (he. 

Reft. What marry may fiie? 

Glo. What marry may fiie ? marry with a King 
A batchclcr,a handfome dripling too. 

I wis your Grandam hacL^ orfer match. 

My L. ofGlocedcr,lhauetoQlongbornc 
Yourbluntvpbraidings-and your bitter fcoffes, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maiedie, 

With thofe grofTe taunts I oftenhaue endured. 

I had rather be a countrey feruant mayd, 

Then a great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus tauntcd,fcorncd,and baited at Enter JjEt. 

Smal ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. Maxgret. 

£KMar. And lefned be that fmail,God I be leech thee, 
Thy honottr, date, and featc is due to me. 

Glo. What ? threatyou me with telling ofth c King ? 
Tell him and fpare not,looke what I fayd, ” 

I will auouch in prefence of the Kin^s 
Tts time to fpeake,my painesarc quite forgot. 
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Me- Mar. Out diuel , /rememberthem too well, 

Thou fiewed niy husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Jeuxburie, 

Glo. Ere you were qu eene, ya or your husband king, 
Iwasapack-horfe in his great affaires. 

A weedtr out of h is proud aduerfaires, 

A iibcrali rewarder of his friends- 
To royajize his blood IfpiJt mincowne. 

£ht, Mar. Tea, and touch better blood, then his or thine. 
Glo. In ail which time, you and your husband Gray, 

Were factious for the houfe of Lancafler: 

And Riuers,fo were you. Was nor your husband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons (lime : 

Let me put in your niinde v i f lours forget 
x^hat.you haue bene ere now, and what you are; 

Withall, what /haue bene, and what I am. 

£)tt. Mar. A rourthcrous villa/ne,and fo Hill thou art. 

Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake hisffather Warwick, 

Yea and forfworc hirafelfe ( which /efu parijpo.) _ . 

Qft. Mar. Which God reucngc. 

Glo. To fight on £dwards .panie for the crowne. 

And for his meede ( poore Lord)heis mewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were flint I ike Edwards, 

Or Edwards (oft and pittifull like mine, 

I am too childifk foolifii for this world. 

Qu. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hame,and leaue the w oriel, 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lord ©f Gloceflcr in thofe bufic daics, 

Which here you vrgeroprouc vs enemies, 

Wc followed then our Lord, our lawful! King, 

So fiiould wc you, if you fliould be our Fing. 

Glo. If /ihould be f I had rather bea pedier, 

Farre be it from ray heart the thought of it. 

i Tar. An little ioy ( my Lord) as you fuppofc 
7ou Ihould en ioy, were you this countries king, 

As little ioy may you'funpofe in me, 

That l enioy being the QueendThereo^ 

£>_h. Mar. A litle ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof, 

For,! am flic, and altogether ioylelTc. 

\ G lean 
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The Tragedit ; 

J can no longer hold me patient. 

Hearc me you wrangling Pyrites that fallout, 

In Sharing out that which you haue.pild from me : 
fThich of you trembles not that l ookc on me i 
If not,that / being Quecne, you £Tow like fubiefts, 

"Vet that by you dcpofde,you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villainc,do not turncaway. 

' Glo. Foule wrinkled witch,wharma£d thou in my fight l 
Q». M. But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That will I make, before 1 let thee goes 
A husband and a fonne thou owed to me. 

And thou a ^jngdome, all of you alleagcancet 
The forrow that / hauc, by right is yours. 

And all the plcafurcs you vfurpe ^is minc 1 
Glo. The curfe my noble father laid on thee, 

When thoudidft crownc his warlike browes with paper. 

And withthyfeorne drewft riuersfrom hiscyes, 

And then to drie thcm,gau’d the Duke a clout, 

Steept in the blood o fprettic Rutland : 

His curfcs then from bitterndlc of foule. 

Denounc'd again ft thcc ,are falleir vpon thee, 

And God, not we, hath pTagudetny bloodie deed. 

£>j*. So hi ft is God to right the innocent. 

Haft. O twas thefoulcft deed to flay that babe, 

And the molt mcrcileflc thatcucr was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants themfdues wept when it was reported. 

Dor/. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

B t*c . Northumberland then prcfent,wept to fee it. 

WhatAvcre you filar ling ail before /came,, 

Rcadic to cateh each otlicr by die throat, 

And fume you now your hatred all on me i 

Did Yorkts dread curfe prctsailefo much with heauc, 

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomeslofle,my wofull banifliment. 

Could all bur anfwerc for that pecuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudcs,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull eloudes to my quicke curfes j 
If not by ivarre,by furfet dieyour^ing ? 

As our by murder, to make him a ^ing. 
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of Richard the third.’ 

Edward thy fonne, -which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which wasPrincccf /Tales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntfmciy violence, 

Thy feife a Quecne, forme that was aQu_ecne, 

Out liuc thy glorie,likc my wretched fclfc.- 
Long maid thou liuc to waile thy childrens tolTe, 

And Ice another, as / fee thee now, 

Deckt in thyglorie,as thou art ftaldinmine: 

Long die'thy happic daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres ofgreefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queenc* 

Riucrs and Dorfet,you were (landers by?** * 

And Co was thou Lo. Haftings,whcn my fonn'e 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyoumayliueyournaturallagc, 

Butby fomc vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Hauc donethy charmc thou hateful! withered hag. 

SI*. M. And Ieauc out thee? (lay dog, for thou (halt hear me, 
Ifhcauen haueanygreeuous plaguein (lore, 

Exceeding thofc that I can wifh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnesbe ripe, 

And then hurle downc their indignation 
On thee thctroublcr of the poorc worlds peace.- 
The wormc ofconfcience flill bcgnawthy foule, 

Thy friends fufpedlfor traytors while thou liueft, 

And tike deepe traytOTS for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe clofc vp that deadly eye of thine, 

V nleflc it be whiled fomc tormenting dreame. 

Affrights thee, with a hell ofvgly diucls, 

Thou clui fh markt, abortiue rooting bog* ' 

Thou that wad feald in thy natiuitic 
The flaac of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Tnou daundcrof thy mothersbeauie wombe, 

Thcu loathed ifluc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag ofhonour,tho»dctcfted,&c. 
j <7/<?. Margaret. 

Qti Af. Richard. Glo. Ha. 
f Q*- M.t. I call thee not. 

[ GIq. Then I cric ihcc mercic: for I had thought. 

C z Thou 
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TheTragedie 

'Pbou hadftcald me all thefe bitter names. 

£1*. Mar, Whyfo 1 did, but loo% for no reply? 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. 7"is done by me and ends in Margaret, (feife, 

Thus haueyou breathed your curfe againft your 
M Poore painted Queenc,vaine flouwfli of my for- 
^dy ftrewft thou fuger on that botlcd fpider, (rune: 

Whofc deadly web infnareth thecabopt. ? 

Foole,foole,rbou whetft a knife to kill thy feife, 

The time will come when thou (halt wifh for me, 

To helpe rhee curfe that poifoned bunchbackt roade, 

Hajl . Fa !fe boaSTlf^ woman.end thy frantike curfe, 

Lead to thy harniethoumoue our patience. 

£Ib~M. Foule (li3fHe vnon you, you haue oil mous’d mine* 
Rt. Were you well feru’d you would be taught your duty. 
J2s. /f/ To icruc file well, you all (hould do medutie, 
Teach me to be your Queepc, and you my fiibei&s; 

Oifcrue me weU,and teach your (clues that dutie. 

Dor(. Difpute not with her, (lie is lunatique. 

M. Peace tnaifter Marque (fe, you are malapert, 

Your fire- new flam pe of honour is fcarcc currant; 

O that your young nobilitic eould iudge, 

^Fhat t’were to loofc it and be mifcrablc? 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fhake them, 

-<4nd ifthey fallthcy daflithcmfeluesto pecces. 

Glo. Good coumcll marry, learne it, learnc it Marques.. 
Dorf. ItrouchethyouC my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo . Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aicry bflildetbin the Casdars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes rhefunne. 

jgu. M. Andturnes the funne to (bade, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne, now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhining beames, thy cloudie wrath. 

Hath in eternal] darlcncllc fbulded vp : 

Youraierie buildeth inourairiesneaft.. 

O God that fee ft it, do not fuffer it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, loft be itfo. 

2?*c4.Haue done for lhame if not for charitic. 

Qh'.M, VYge neither charitie nor fhame tome, 

^nchaf. 
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of Richard the tim'd 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And (hamefully by.you my hopes are butcher d. 

My charitieis outrage, life my lhame, 

And in my (hamc ft ill Jiue my forrowes rage. 

Buck- Haue done. 

O princely Buckingham,! will kitfe thy hand, 

In figne ofleague and amitie with thee : >: 

Now fa i re be fall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments are not fpotred with our bloud, 

I\or thou within the compare ofmy curfe. 

Buck. Nor no one here, (or curfes neuer ga£k 
Thelips ofthofe that breath them in th c^vrq. n 
M. He not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyonderdog, ‘ - , 

Lookc when he fawncs,hc bites, and when he bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their markes on him, 

And all their miniftersattend on him. 

Glo. What doth (he fay my Lord of Buckingham^ 

Buck. Nothing that I refpedt my gracious Lord. 

£BMar. What doeft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun 
And foothc tbediuell that I warne thee from? ^ (fell,, 
O but remember this another day, 

When he dull fp‘ it thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poorc Margaret was a prophetefle : 

Line each of you the fubic&sof his hate, 

And he to yqu,a nd all of you to Gods. Exit. 

Hajl. My haire doth (land on end to heare her curfes. 

. Ritt. And fodoth mine, I wonder llieesatlibertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had to© much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

ji>H. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage ofthis wrong, 

Iwas too hot to dofome body good, 

That is toocolde in thinking of itnow : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

C. $ idle 
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the Tragedie : 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paincs, 

God pardon them that arc the caufc of if.’ 

Rtn, A vert uotis andaChriflianlike conclufion. 

To pray for them that hauc done fcathe to vs. 

Glo. So do I eiier being well aduifde, 

For had I curd, now t had curd my fclfe. 

Catf Madatne his maiedic doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace : and you my nobl eLord . 
Catsby,we come, Lords will you go with vs”. 

Ri. Madame, we will attend your Grace. Exeunt tm. Clo. 

Glo. I doihec wrong, and fird began to braulc, 

The fecret rfflomefc that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto thegrleuous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeed hauc laid in darkcnellc: 

I do beweepe to many Ample guls : 

Namely to Hadings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Quccne,and her allies 
That dirre thc-K.againd the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and withall whet roe 
To be rcuengd on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece offer ipturc. 

Tell thd?& that God bids vs ro do good for euill 
And thusl cloath my naked vfllanic 
With old od ends,doIne out ofholy writ, 1 

AndfccmeTSaint,whenmodIplaytheDiuclf. *5^ 

But foft here comes my executioners . Enter Executioners. 

How now, my hardy dout refolued mates, 

Ar e ye n ow going to diipatch this deed ? 

Exe. We arc my Lord, and come to hauc the warrant, 
That we may beadmitted where he is. t 

Gh. It was well thought vpon,I hauc it hearc about me.; j 
fallen you haue donc,rcpaire to Crosbie place : 

But firs, be fudden in the execution : 

Withall,obduratc:donothcarehim pleadc, ^ 

For Clarence is well fpokcn,and perhaps ^ ; 

May tnoue your hearts to pittieifyau mark him, ’ 

Exe. Tulh,feare not, my Lord we will not dand to prate. 
Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

Wc come to vie our hands and not our tongues. 
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ef Richard the third. 

€te. Your eies drop milftoncs, when foolcseies drop tears, 

I hkeyou Lads, about your bufineiTe. Extmu 

Enter Clarence, Brokettbnry. 

Bre. (Vhy lookes your Grace fo heauiiy to day J 

Qla. Oh, I hauc pad a mifcrablcnight, 

So full ofvgly fights, ofgadly dreames, 

That as I am a Chridian faithful! man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Though t'were to buy a world of happic dayes, 
Sofullofdifmallterrorwasthctimc. 

Bro. r^hat was your dreame ? I long to hearc you tell it. 

Cla. Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundic, 

And in my company ray brother Gloccftcr, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches,thence we lookt toward England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearcfull times. 

During thewarrcsofYorkc and Lancadcr, 

That had befallen vs : as wepadalong, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glodcr dumblcd,and in dumbiing 
Strookc me (that thought to day him) ouer*boord 
Into the tumbling billowes ofthe maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what painc it was todrowne, 
rrhat dreadfull noyfc of waters in mine cares,. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes: 

Mcthought I faw a thoufand fearcfull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon. 

Wedges ofgold,greatAnchors,heapesofpcarIc, 

Incdimable doncs,vnvaIucd iewcls, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs,and in thofc holes 
rrherc eyes did once in babite, there were crept 
Astwerc in feorneofeyes, reflecting gems, 

Which wade the flimie bottom ofthe deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones thatlay fcattered by. 

Bro. Had you fuchleifureinthctimeof death. 

To gaze vpon the fccrcts ofthe deepe ? 

Cla. Me thought I had : for dil the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule,and would not let it foortb, 

Tokcepc thccmptic vaftand wandring ay re, 

But 
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But fmothcred it within my panting buike, 

Whichahnoft burfl: to belch it in the lea. 

Erokj Awakt you not with this foreagonie ? 

Clar. O »o,mydreame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the tcmpeft to toy foulc, 

Who part (me thought) the melancholy flood, 

Witn that grim ferriman which Poets wr te of, 

V nto the kingdome of pcrpctuali night : 

The firfl that there did greete my flrangerfoule. 

Was my great father in law,renowmcd Warwick, 

Who cricdaloud, what icourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchieafford faile Clarence ? 

And fo he vaniflit : then came wandring by, 

Afhadow like an Angeil.m bright hajre, 

Dabled in bloud,and he (queakt our aloud, 

Clarence is come/alfc, fleeri ng,periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in the field by Tcuxburie : 

Seazc on him furies, rake him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of fcule fiends 
Enuironedtneabour,and howled in mineearcs, 

Such hidious cries, that with the very nolfe, 

1 trembling, wakt, and for a feafon after, 

Could not belceue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreffion made thedreame, 

Bro. No maruell (my Lo.) though it affrighted you, 
Ipromifeyou,! am afraid toheareyourell it. 

Cla. O Broken buric,I haue done thofe things, 

Which now beareeuidenceagainflmyfoule, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper {fay by me. 

My foule is heauic,and I faine would flcepe. 

Brok- I will (my Lord) God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakesfcafons,and repofing howers 
Makes the night morning, and rhenoonetide night. 

Princes haue b t their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfclt imagination. 

They often feelea world of refllelTc cares : 

So that bctwixt your titles,andJowc names. 

There’s 
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of Richard the third. 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. ‘ 

T be mart hirers enter. 

In Gods name what arc yoiyn^how came you hither? 

Exe. I would fpcai’e wife Clarence, and I came hither on my 
Bro. Yea, arc yefo briefe ? (legs. 

2. Exe. O fir,uTs better be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commiffion tai<e no^niorc. Hereddethit. 

Bro. / am in this commanded todcliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

/will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Bccaufe I will be guiltlclfc ofthe meaning: 

Heere are the £eyes, there fits the Du% a flcepe : 

He to his Maieflie and ccrtifie his Grace, 

That thus / haue refignd my place to you, 

Exe. Do fo, it is a poy rtc of W. ifedome. 

2. fFhat (hall we (lab him as hefleepes? 

1. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 

2. /Then he wa£cs, 

Why foolc he fhall ncucr wa£e till the judgement day. 

1. Why then he will fay we ftabd him fleeping. 

2. rhc'vrging of that word Judgement, hath bred 
A^inde ofrcmorle in me. 

1. JZhat, art thou afraid/ . , , , 

2, Not to k\\ him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damn* 
For billing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

I. Bac&cto the Duke of Qioft££j tc H *\ im 
z.I pray thee flay a while,/ hope my holy humour will - 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tel. xx 

1 . How doeft thou fcele thy fclfc now/ {me. 

2 Faith Ioroe certaincdregsofconfcience arc yet wtthan 

i Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2 . Zounds hr dies, I had forgot the reward. 

1 . Where is ;hy confcience now / 

2 . In the Duke ofGloftcrs purfe. 

i, So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward, 

Thy confcience flies out. 

2. Let it goe,ther’s fewe or none will cntcrainc it. 
i . How if it come to thecagainc ? 2 flc 
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raeTrag'die 

a. lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot fteale, 

Butitacculeah him, he cannot fl ealc but it checks him : 

He cannot lye wkh his neighbours wife but itdetefts 
Him,itisa blufliing fhamfaft fpirit that mutinies 
In a mans bofomc : it fils one full of obftaclesf 
It made me once reftore a ^iece o! gold that /found. 

It beggersany manthat kcepcs it: it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thmg.andeuery 
Man that meanes to liu'c well,endcuours to trull 
To h.'mfelfe,and to liue without it. 

x Zounds, it is euennowat my elbow perfwading me 
Notto kill the Duke. 

2 Take the deukl in thy minde,and belecue him not, 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

x 71ut, lam firing in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 

1 warrant thee. 

2 Stood Jikea tall fellow that rcfpetfls his reputation, 
Comefliall we to thisgeare.? 

1 Take himouerthecoftardwirhthehiltsofmyfword. 
And then we wil chop him in the Malmfey butin the next 

2 Oh, excellent dcuice,make a ioppe of him. ( roomc: 

1 Harke,he ftirs,(halil (Irike? 

2 No, firft lets reafon with him* Cla. awakfth 

C/a. r^here art thou Keeper, giue me a cup of wine. 

i Tou (lull haue wine enough, my Lo. anon. 

C/a. In Gods name , what art tht^u i 
i A man, as you'are. 

C/a. Butnotas I am,royalI. 
i Noryou asweare, loyafl. 

C la. Thy voycc is thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 

2 My voyce is now the £ings, my looses mine ownc. 

Cta. How darkely and how deadly dooft ihoufpeake? 

Tell me who are you i wherefore comeyou hither ! 

A n. To, to, to. 

Cla. To murther me ? Am. /. 

C/a. You fcarfely haue the hearts to tt 11 me Co 
And therefore cannot haue the hear s to do it, ’ 

Wherein my friends haue /offended you .? 

i. Offend 

Sr ■. ^7 
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p"' Richard the (bird. 

1 Offended vs you haue not , but the during. 

Cla. /Ihall be reconciid to him againe. 

2 Neuer n;y Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Cla. Arc you cald forth from out a world of men 
To flay the innocent? what is my offence? 
jrbere are the giidencc t o accufc me ? 

What lawful ! queft haue giuen their verdift vp 
Vntotbe frowning iudge,or who pronounc’d 
The bitter fentcnce of poore Clarence d^atb. 

Before /be conuitft by courfc of law? 

To thereaten me with death is mod vnlawfull: 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts dearc blood (lied for our greeuous fins 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The cfeede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,wc do vpon command* 

2 And he that hath commanded is the king. 

Cla. Erronious vatraile,the great King of Kings, 

Hath in his T ables of his Law commanded, 

That thou fhak doeno murther, and wilt thou then 
Spume at his ednft,and f ulfill a mans .? 

Take heede/or he holdes vengeance in his hands, 
Tohurle vpon their heads that breakc his Law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thcc, 
forfalit forfwcaring and for murder too .? 

Thou didftrecciuerhc holy Sacrament 
To fight irqurrell of the hcufeofLanrafter, 

1 And fixe a traitor to the name i-f God, 

Did ft brrake that vow, and with thy trechcroys blade 
Vnripft the bowelsofthy (oucraignesfonne. 

2 Whom thou werr fworr-e to ebe riffiand defend, 
i How eanft thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 

py hen thou haft broke it in fo dearr degree .? 

CL. Alas, for wliofe lak-e did /that ill deed .? 

For E Ward, ‘or my brother, for his f* ke a 

jy \ v firs, he fends ye it ■» to ur r 4 er me for this, 

For I ' this finne be is asdev,' ' SS r 
T God wtU.be re e»^r:d f. • !r.so**'ct-!e, . 

Take no< the qj.iui.bv.m 
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me i ragecne 

He needs no indirc& nor lawful! courfe. 

To cut off thofe that hauc offended him. 

i. Who made thee then a bloody mini (ler, 

When gallant fpring , braue Plantagcnet, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee .? 

CU. My brothers loue^t he Deuill^ pd my rage. 

1. Thy brothers Joue,thcdeuiThand thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murtherthee. 

Cla. Oh, if you loucJarother, hate not me, 
lam his brother, and flouehim well : 

/f you be hirdefor need, go backcagaine, 

And /will fend you to my brother Glcccftcr, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will fortydingsofmy death. 

2. Youare deceiu'd, vour brother Glocefter hatesyou. 
Cla. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare. 

Go you ro him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will, 

Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke 

Blcft his three fbnnes with hie victorious arme: * 

And chargd vs from his foule to lone each other 

He little thought ofthis diuided frcindih.p, 

Bid Giocefler thinke of thisand he will wrepe. 

Am. I, mil(loncs,as he Jr flond vs to wcepe. 

Cla.O, do not ilandcr him for he is kinde 
i. Righr.as fnow in haru: fl, thou deceiuft’thy fdfe 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

. C/4. It .cannot be; for when I parted with him. 

He hudg me in hisarme 3 , and fworc with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliucrie. 

2 , Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From thisnvorlds thraldome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
i. Makepeace with God, for you mufldiemy Lord. 

CU. Haft thou that holy feelling in thy foule. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God 
And art thou i yet to thy owne foule fo blind/ 

That tnou wilt war with God for murdering rae 2 

Ah hrs confider he that fet youon 

To do this deedc,wyj hafeyou for this deede, 

2 . trhat 
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of Richard thethrid. 

2 phat (ball we do? 

Cla . Relent and faue your fbules. 

i Relent, tis cowardly and womanifh. 

Cla . Not to relent, is beafHy ; fauagc,anddiuclifh 
My friend,/ fpie iome pittic in thy lookes : 

Oh /f thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Conic thou on my fide and encreate for me : 

A begging Prince, what begger pimesnot 1 

1 I thus, and thus: if this will not ferue, Heftabshim. 
lie chop thee in the malmefey But in thenext rootne. 

2 A bloodie deede,and defperarcly performd, 

How faine like Pilate would I wafb my hand, 

Of this moft gricuous guiltie murder done. 

1 Why doeft thou not helps me? 

By heauens the Duke (bill know how flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother. 

Take thou thefec,and tell him what I fay. 

For I repent me that the Duke is flame. 

i Sodonotl,goecowardasthouart : 

Now mufti hide his body info me hole, 

Votill the Duke take order for bisbumll: 

And when I haue my meed I muftaway, 

For this wil out, and here I mu ft not flay. Exeunt. 

Enter King, Quetne, Baftings > R.iuers y &c. 

-KUg. So,now I hauc done a good dayes worke, 

You ,>eeres contnuerhis vnited league, 

I eucry day cxpeCfanEmbaflage 

From tn, Rcdecn)er,toredecrrem-e hence: 

And now in peace my foule (ball part to h eauen. 

Since I naue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Riuers ard Halting*, 'akc each others hand, 

Ddlcmble notyoUr hatred, fwcare yom loue. 

Rt. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 
Ard v itb my hand I fcale my true hearts louc. 

Haft . So thriue I as I fwcare the like. 

Kmg. Take heed youdallvnot beforeyout King, ' 

Leaft he that is the fupremcKmgofKi^gs, 

Confound your Hidden falfhood,and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

D i Ha 
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H*fl. So profper 7, as T fwecsc pcrfcclloue. 

Ria, And /, as /loue Hillings with-my heart. 

Km. Midam.yourfdfearenot exempt in this, 

Nor your Tonne Dorfer, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue bccne ta&ious oneagamft the other: 
fe,; one Lora Ha Bings, let hun kilje your hand, 

Auo w. at you do, do it vnfainedly : 

Here Ha [lings, 1 will ncucr more remember 
Our former hatred, To thriue I and mine. 

b°r. Thus enccrchange of lcue,[ here proteft, 

Vpon my partftiall bevnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo fweatc I my Lord. 

ICin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wiues allies, 

And make me happie in your vnitie. 

Buc. When eucr Buckingham doth turne his hate 

On you,oryeurs,but with all dutiou3loue 
Doth cherilhyou and yours, God puniili me 
W ith hate, in thole where I expert mod loue, 

When I haue mod neede to imploy a friend. 

And rood allured that be isa friend, 

Deepe,ho!low,trecherous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto mc.T his do I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Km. A plealing cordial! princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowc vnto my fickly heart : 

There wameth new our brnthcrGlofter here, 

To make the perfetd period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefier. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne king and queenc. 

And princely peeres,a happie time of day. 

Km. Hj ppie in deed, as we haue fpent the day : 

Brother, we haue done deedes efeharitie : 

Made peace ofenrnitie,faire loue of hate, 

Setwcene thefe fwelling wrong incenlcd Feeres. 

Go. A blelled labour tnof .icraigne liege, 

Amongft this pimcelywape,)! any here 
By ialfc intelligence, or wrong furmife, 

Hold 
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of Richard the third. 

Hold me a foe,ifI vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this pretence, I defire 
To reconcile me to hisfricndly peace, 

Tis death to me to beatenmitie. 

/ hate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

Firft Madame,! inrreauieace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutiousleruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufen Buckingham, 
j ( eucr any grudge were lod'gd betweerc vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riucrs ; and Lord Gray of you, 

That all without defert luuefrownd on me, 
Dukes ; Earles,Lords,Gentleraen,indecdofall: 

1 do not know that Engl. lb man aliue, 

Wuh whom my foulc is any iotteat oddes, 

More then rhe infant that is borne to night : 

/thanke my God for my humilitie. 

J£u. A holv day Ihall this be kept hereafter, 

I would. to God all ftrites were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I do belecch your Maieftic 
To take oik brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue I ofF. ed loue for this. 

To be thus !cor n de in this royall pretence ? 

Wno knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ?■ 

You do him iniuric to fcorne his coarfe. 

Ri. Whoknowe9nothcis dead iwhoknowesheis • 

£ ? tt. All teeing heaU ’ii, what a world is this ? 

Bmc. Lookel fo pale Lore! Du fed as there ft? 

Dor. I my good Lord, & no one in this prclicncc, 

But his red colour hath forfr okchischcekes. 

Km. Is Clarence deadfthc order was reua ft. 

Glo. But he (poore fcule) by your firft order didc. 
And that a winged Mercury hid bcarc, 

Some tardic cripple bor • the countermaund. 

That came too laggc tofee him buried: 

God grsur.t that fomelefte noble, and lefte loyall, 

Ncert r n> bloody thoughts, but noun blood : 

Dcferuc nut worfethen wretched Clarence did, 
Aadyetgoe currant from lufpitioa. EnterDarbie. 
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TheTragedie 

Dar. A bopnc^my foucraigne) for my fcrufcc done? 

Km. I pray thcc peace, my foulc is full of farrow. 

Dar. I will riot rife vntciTe your highneflegraunt. 

Ktn. Then fpcake at once, what is it thou demaundft ? 

Dar. The forfeit (foLieraigfic) pf myTeruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norjfolke. 

Kin. Haue / a tongue to doomc my brothers death* 
And (hall the fame giue pardon to a flaue $ 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And yet his punidnnent was erucll death* 

W ho fued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Knecld at my fcetcand bad me bcaduifiic l 
Who fpake of brother, hood i who of louc ? 

Who told me how the poore loulc did forfakc 
The rnightie warwicke,andd(d fight for tiae? 

Who told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 
rrherr Oxford had me downe,hc relcued me, 

And faid,deare brother, liue and be a King l 
Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almort todeati^how he did iappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments, and gaue himfclfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold n-ght t 
All this from my remembrance brurifh w rath 
Sinfully pluckt,and nota man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters,or your waighting valTailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter-and defac'd 
The precious Image ofour deare Redeemer, 

You draight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And 1 vniuftlytoo,muflgraunt ityou 
But for my brother, nor a malt would fpcake, 

Nor I (vngracious) fpcake vnto my fclfe, 

For hi m, poore foule : The proudeft ofyou aft 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none ofyou would once plead for his life: 
OhGodjlfcare thy iuftice will take holde 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. ( Exit . 

ComeHa(lings,heIpe me to myclofet,oh poore Clarence 
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of Richard ihe third. 

CA?* This is the fruiteofrawncs :marktyounot 
How that theguiltie kindredof the Quecne, 

Loo% pale when they did heare ofClarence death. 

Oh, they did vrgc4xJfcll vnto the King, 

God will reuc»gc*it. Butcomelctsin 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Tor he rvuh Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good , Granam,isour father dead ? 

Dut. N© boy. ( breaft J 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
aind crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Gir/e.Why doyoulooke on vsandfhakeyour head i 
And call vs wretches ,Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble father bealiuc? 

Dut. My prett/c Cofens, you mifta^c me much, 

I do lament the fickneflc of the King : 

As loth to loofc him, not your fathers death; 

It were loftJabour to weepe for one that's loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my V nclc is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom /will importune 
With day ly prayers all to that effeft. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth louc you well, 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

7ou cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can; for ray goodFnclcGloceftcr 
Told me, thcXing prouoked by the Quecne, 

Deuif'd impeachments toimprifon him: 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in hisarmc,and£indly £ift my chceke. 

And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childc. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fliould ftcale fuch gentle lhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foulc guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my fhame: 

7ct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thin^c you my /'ncle did dillembie , Granam? 

DutAhoy. 

Boy. I cannot thinkc it,harke, what noilc is this i 
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TheTragedie — - 

Enter the Q ueene. 

Q«. Who Dull hinder, me to wailcandwcepc s 
To chide my fortune,and torment my feife i 
He ioyne with blackedifpaire again ft giy feife, 

And to my lelfe become an enemie. * ™ 

Diet. What meancsthisfccane ofrude impatience? 

£>*. To make an adi of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord.your fonneefur king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now tberoote is withred? 

Why wither not the leaues, the lap being gone. ? 

If you will line, lament ,• if die, be briefe : 

That our fwrft winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubicds , follow him 
To his new ^ingdome of perpetual! reft. 

Dm. Ah io n;uch intereft hauc I in thyforrew, 

As /had tide in thy noble husband: 

Ihaue bewept a worthy husbands death* 

^ndliu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance* 

Are crackt in peeces by malignantdeath. 

And /for comfort h3tie but onefalfe glailc, 

ZJ-'hich greeues me when I fee my fliame in him. 

Thou art a widow,yet thou art a mother, 

And half the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatchtmy children ft 6 mine armes. 

And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Edward and Clarence, Oh whatcaufe haud I 
Then, being !- ut mciric of my gritfir, 

To cuergo thy plaints and drowne the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for our fathers death,.. 

How cart we aide you with our kindreds tdares? 

Girl. Our fa therlcife cli fbrctlc was left vpmoand, 
llour widowes dolours likcwile be vmvepf. 

£hi. G iae me no helpe in lamentation/. 

Xam not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to minceies,. 

.That-I heinggouernd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne thcworJd: 

©h foamy husband, for my heire Lo. Edward,. 

... • - Ambh-. 
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of Richard the third. 

Ambo. Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence.. 

Dm, Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence' 

£hi. What ffaie had I but Edward, and he is gone: 

*Am. TVh at iTaicf had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 

Dm, WhatSales had 1 bur they, and they are gone? 

Du Was ncucr widow, had fo dearea lcifc. 

*Am. rraseuerOrphatiesnad a dearer lolTe? 

Dm. J/'aseuer mother had a deal er loife, 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe moanes, 

Theirwoes are parceld mine are general!: 

She for Edward weepes,andfodo/ : 

1 for a Clarence wcepe, fo doth not (he.- 
Thefe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on roe threefold diftreft. 

Powrcall your teares,/ am your forrowes nuric, 

And / will pamper it with lamentations. Enter G/ofter, 

* G/o. Madam hauc Confort, all of vs hauc caufe nith-otkrf. 
To waile the dimming of our Alining ftarre: > 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do cry you mercie, 

I did notfee your gra^e, humbly on my knee 

/craueyour blefling.l 

Dm. God blclfe thee, and put meeknes in thy mmdc* 

Loue, charitie, obedience, and true dutic. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thats the butfend of my mothers bleffing : 

I maruell why her grace did leauc it out ? 

Buck. Ton cloudy princes, and hartforrowmg peeres, 

That bcarethis mutuail heauieload of moane, 

Now cheare each othen,ineach others loue : 

Though ivc hauc fpent jpur harueu for this King> 

Wc are to reape the har^eft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour of four high fwoine hearts, 

But lately fplinted,<nit,ajnd ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferu <LcberiAit,and <ept. 

Me feemeth good that wijfhfome little trairc. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 
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Thefragcde 

G!o. T hen be it (o : and go we to determine 
V/ho they lhali be that ftraight (ball port to Ludlow, 
Madame , and you my mother, will you go, 

To giuc yourccnfureSiiithis-waighrie bufinellc* 

Arf. fV\ t ft ail our hearts Exeunt, manettjlo. Buck* 

BwkfMy Lord, who eucrioumcyes to the Prince ) 

For Gods fake let'not vs two be behinde:. 

For by the way Fie fort occafion, 

As index to the Floric we lately ral£t ofi^-~' 

To part the Quecnes proude kindred from the ATing. 

Glo. My other FeJfe, my counfeJs confiftorie, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my dearc Cofen: 

/like a chiltle will go by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not Flay behindc. Exit, 
Enter two Citizens. 

i Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo faft > 

i Cit. / promife you, /Fcarcely know my FeJfe. 

1 Heare you the newes abroad ? 

2 1 that the King is dead. 

i Bad newes biriady, fcldome comes the better, 

I feare, /feare, twill proouc a troublefomc world. Enter ans' 

l Cit. .Good morrow neighbours. thtr Cit. 

Doth this newes hold of good Kings Edwards death ? 

i It doth. Then maiFlersIooke to Fee a troublous world 

1 No, no, by Gods grace his fan tie Fhall raigne. 

3 W o to that land thats gouernd by a childe. 

2 In him there is a hope ofgoucmmcnt, 

Tiiat in his nonage, counFcli vnder him. 

And in his full and ripened yecres himfelfe, 

No doubt Aral I then, and till then gouerne well. 

1 So Flood the Flate when Harry the fixt 
Was crownd at Paris, but at nine moneths olde. 

3 Stood the ftateFo? no good my friend not Ibj 
For then this land wasfamouflyenricht 

frith politike grauc counfell : then the King 
Had vertuousVncles to proteft his Grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother* 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none atalL- 
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of Richard the third 

F or emulation now, who liiall be neareft, 
f^hich touch vs all coo neare ifGod preuent not. 

Oh full of danger is the Duke of GloceFlcr, 

And thcQneenes kindred hautieand proude, 

And were they to'berulde, and noMorule, 

This fickly land might folacc as before. 

2 Come, come, we feare the woorrt, all fhall be well. 

I When clouds appeare, wife men put oh their cioakes 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When the Fun fees, who doth notlooke for night? 
Vntimely ftormes make men expedt a dearth : 

All may be well : but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then we defcruc,or I expedh 

1 Trudy the foules of men are full of dread t 
Ye cannot almoft reafon with a man 

That lookes not heauily and full of feare. 

3 Before the times ofchange-ffill isitfo: 
Byadiuineinftindlmens mindcs mi (hull 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we fee, 

The waters fwcll before a boy Flrous ftormc : 

But leaue it all to God : whither away i 

2 WearcfentfortothcIuFlicc. 

3 AndfowasLIlebeareyoucompanie. Exeunt. 
Enter Cardinal!, Dutches ofYorke, Qu.yong Torke. 

• Car. Laftnigh t I heard they lay at Northhampton, 

At S ton i ftratf ordVi 1 f they be to night. 

To morrow or next day they will be here. 

D»t. Ilongwithallmy heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fincc la ft I faw him. 

£he. But I heare no, they fay my fonneof Yorke 
Hath almoft ouertanc him in his growth. 

Tar. I mother, but I would nothaue itfo. 

Dut. Why my yong Coufin it is good to grow. 

Tor. Granam, one night as we did fit at fupper, 
MyVnclcRjuerstalkthow I did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my V nclc Clo. 

Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace : 

And fincc me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 

Becaufc fweetc flowers are flow, and weeues make haftc. 
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TheTragcdie 

Dut. Good faith, good faith : the laying did not hold, 

In him that did obietft the fameto thee: 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was yong, 

So Jong a growing and fo leifurely, 

That if this werearuIe,hefhou!d be gracious. 

Car. Why Madaroe,fonodoubthe is. 

Dut. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers dcubr. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred 
I could hauegiuen my Vnclcs Grace a flout, (mine. 

That fliouid haue necrer toucht his growth then he did 

Dnt. How my prettic Yorke ! I pray thee let me hearc it. 

Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fall, 

That he could gnawa crufl at two houres hold : 

Twasfull two yeer§,ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a prettic ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee fo? 

Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

Dut. Why, (lie was dead ere rhou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwere not ihe,I cannot tell who told me. 

Jgu. A perilous boy : go too .- you are too fhretyd. 

Car . Good Madame benotangry with thechild. 

JTt. Pitchers haue eares. - ' Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Here comes your fonne,L'Td Marques Dorier, 

What newes Lord Marques ? 

Dor. Such newes, my Lord, as grieUfi&nie to vnfold. 

How fares the Prince ? 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

Dut. What is the newes then ? 

Dor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfrct, 

With them,&tr Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath committed rheno ? 

Dor. T he mightie Dukes, Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence ? 

Dor. The fummeofall Ican,lhauedifclofed: 

Why,orfor what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

JOu Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houle, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde .• 

Jnfulting tyrannie begins to iet, 
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of Richard the third. 

Vpon the innocentand Iawleflc throane : 

Welcome deftruttion, death and mafTacrei 
I fee^s in a Mappe the end of all. 

D&. Accurfcd and vnquietwranglingdaics, 

How many ofyou haue mineeyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his lifc tp gctthe crowne, 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe theirgaineand Ioffe, 

And being featcd,and domcfticke broyles 
Cleane oucrblown,thcmfeIues the conquerours, 

Make war vpon themfclues, blood againft blood 

Selfe again ft felfe,0 prepofterous 

And franticke outrage, end thy damned fplcene, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

Gome, come, my boy, we will to Sandhiarfe. 

Dut. lie go along with you. 

J>)u. You hauenacaufe. 

Car. My Gracious Lad ie, go. 

And thither bearc your treafure and your goods. 

For my part, lie refigne vnt® your Grace, 

The Seale I kecpe,and fo betide to mo, 

As well I tender you, and all ofyours : 

Gome, He conduct you to’the fanftuarie. Exeunt. 

TheTrumpets found. Enter yong Prince, the Dukes of 

Glocefhr,<md Buckingham , Cardinall,&c. (bcr.‘ 

Buc. PTelcome fweete Prince to London to your chanv 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofcn my thoughts foucraignc. 

The wearieway hath madcyoumclancholie. 

Prin. No Vncle,butourcroftcson the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifome, and heauie i - 
1 want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince , the vntaintedvertueofyourye’ercs, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftinguifh of a man, 

Theh of his outward fliew, which God heknowes, 

Seldome or neucr iumpeth with the heart, 

ThofeVncles which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words, 

B tat look t net on the poyfon of their hearts ; 
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God keepe y cu from th«m,and from fuch falfc friends 
Pm. God kecpe me from falie friends, but they were non- 
CloMy Lord, the Maior of London comes to greeteyou * 

Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.MGodbktTc your Grace, with health and happy dales 
Pm I thanke you good rfy L. ^.thanke you all ;■ ' 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a flyg Is Haftings that he comes not* 

1 o tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L Ha 

Buck. And in good time heere comes the fweating Lord 
Pm. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come ? ' 
Ha fi' On whatoccafion God he knowes not I: 
TheQuecne your mot her, and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sanduaric : The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to matte your Grace. 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Sue.. Fie, what an ind/redand pceuilh courfe 
Is this of hers 2 Lord Cardinall, will your Grace 
Pcrfwade the Queene they fend the Duke of Yorke 
vnto his princely brother prcfently ? 

If /he denie,Lord Haftings go with them, 

And from her icalousarmcs pluckc hihTperforce. 

Car. My L. of Buckingham, ifmy wcakeoratorie 
Gan from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon exped him heere : but if flic bedbduratc * 

, To milde entreaties, God forbid 

Wc ihould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Ofblefred Sanduaric : not for all this land. 

Would 1 be guilticoffo greatafi nne. 

Buck. \ ou are too fencelefTc obftinate my Lord, 
Tooceremoniousand traditional/. 

Weigh it but with the grofenctfeoftbis age. 

You breake not Sanduarie in feazing him : 

TiiC be:icnt t.hcrcofis alvvaies granted 
To thofe who/c dealings haue deferued the place. 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued ir. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannothaue it. 
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of Richard the third " 

Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You b r eake no priuiledge nor charter there.* 

Oft haue l heard of Sanduarie men. 

But Sanduaric children ncuer till now. x 

Car. Mv Lord,youfliallouerruIemy mintleforoWce : 
Come on Lord Haftings ,willyougo with rm? 

* Hafi. I go n»y Lord. Exit. Car & Hafi, 

P>i. Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you 
Say Vnc!cG!ocefter,ifour brother come, (may. 
Whtreftiall wefoiourne till our Coronation? 

Glo, Where it think ft be ft vnto your royall fdfc: 

If I maycounfclyou fomedayot two, 

Your highneftc (ball rcpole you st the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe & flialbc thought moll fit 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Pri. I do not like the Tower ofany place: 

Did Iiilius Csefcr build that place my Lord? 

Buck, He did, my gracious L, begin that place, 
Which fincc fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is itvpon record, orels reported 
Sucefliucly from age to age he built it? 

Buck. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 
prin. But lay my Lord it were not regiftred, 

Me tbinkes the truth iliould liuefrom age to age, 

As twcrc rctaild to all podcritie, 

Euen to the generall ending day. 

Clo. So wife.fo yong.they fay do ncuer liue long: 
Prin. What fay you Vnclc ? 

Glo. I fay , without Charaders fame hues long; 

Thus like the fcrmallvicc,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in o*t> word. 

Prin. That Tulius Caefar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His witfetdow.nctomake his valour liue : 

Death makes no ccnqueft of his conquerour, 

For now he hues in fame, though not in life : 

1 Ic tell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buck. What my gratious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I liue vntill 1 be a man, 
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ThcTragedie 

lie win our auncient right in France againe, 

Or dye a fouldieras I liu’d a king. 

Glo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward (pring 0 
Enter yang Torff, Ha flings, CardinaH. 

Sue. Now in good time, here comes the DukcofYorke, 
Prin t Rich, of Yorke, how farts our nobl e brother I 
Tor. Well my dearc Lord: fo mull I caffy ou now. 

Prin. I brother to our gnefe.as it is yours : 

Too late he dide that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. 1 thanke you gentle vnclflk O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arc fafl in growth; 

The Prince my brother hath out growne mefarre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire coufen,! mull not lay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then f. 

Glo. He may command me as my foucraigne, 

Butyou haue power in me as in a kinftnan. 

Tor. I pray you vnclegtuc me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlecoufcn, with all my heart. 

Prin. A begger brother ? 

Tor. Ofmy kind vncle that [ know will giue. 

And being buta toy, which isnogriefetogiue. 

Glo. A greatergifrthen that,Uegiucmy colen. 

Tor . A greater gift ’ O chats the fword too it. 

Glo. I gentleccfcn,wcreitlightenough. 

Tor. o than I fee you will part but with light gifts, 

In weigbticrthingsyoule fay a begger nav/ 

Glo . 1 1 is too weightie for your grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauicr. 

Glo. What would you. haue my weapon litle LorJ ? 

Tor. I would that I might thankc you as you call me, 
Glo. How i Tor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will Hill be crolTe in talke : 

V ndc your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor. Y ou meant to beare me, not to beare with me : 

V ncle,my brother mockcs both you and me, 
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of Richard the thifdT 

Becaufc that I am litle like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you Ibould beare me on your (boulders. 

Bug. With what a flurpeprouided wit he rcafons, . 
Tomictigatc thcfcorne he symLhis vnclc, ‘ . r y 

He pretdy and aptly taunts nunlelfe : 

So cunuing and fo youg is wondcrfull. 

Glo. My Lo : wilt plcafe you palfe along? 

Myfelfeand my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 

Prin. My Lord Protedorwill haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not flrepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what fhould you feare? 

Tor. Mary my vnclc Clarence angry ghoft; 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there, 

Prin. I fcarc no vnclcs dead. 

Glo. Nor none that fine, I hope. 

Prin. And ifchcy hue, I hope I need not fcarc. 

But come my L. with a heauic heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin. Tor. Haft. D orfmanet. Bich. B ug. 

Bug. Thinks you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfcd by hisfubtilc mother, 

To taunt and Icomeyou thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold,qu(ckc,int>cnious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft ; Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply to effc A what wc intend, 

Asclolely tocontcale what we impart . 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgde vpon the ways 
What thinkcll thou, is it not an calie matter 
Tomake William L. Haftingsofourminde, 

For the inftalmcnt of this noble Luke, 

In the featc royall of this famous lief 

Crtef. He for his fathers fake fo louesthe Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought agau it him. 

Bug. What chinked thou then of Stanley, what will he? 
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C#. He will do all in all as Hillings doth. 

Buck. Well, then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby,and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Hillings how he (lands atfcfted 
Vnto <£3r pnrpofe,lf he be willffffj' 

Encourage him, and (hew him all ourreafons: 

Ifhc be leaden, ,Icic,cold,vnwilIing, 

Be thou lo toorand fobreakeoffyourtalke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold diuided counfels, 

Wherein thy fclfelhalt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wiliam, tell him Catcsby, 

Hisancient knot of dangerous aduerfarics 
To morrow arc let blood at PomfrctCaftle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

G:uc gentle Miftrelfe Shore, onegcntlekiircthemore. 

Buck? Good Catcsby effe&rhis bufinelTcfoundly. 

Cat. My good Lords both: with all the heed I may. 

Gh. Shall we hcare from you Catcsby ere wc fleepc? 

Cat. You dull my Lord. Exit Catesbj. 

Glo. At Crosby p!ace,thcre Hiall you find vs both. 

Buckj Now my Lord, what (hall we do, ifwepcrctiuc 
William Lord Hallingswill not yceld toourcomplots? 

Glo. Chop ofFhis head man,fome what we will do, 

And lookc when I am King claime thou of me 
The Earledomeof Hcrlord and themooucablcs, 

WhcrcoftheKing my brother Hood poifell. 

Buc, Ileclaimethat promife at your Graces hands. 

Glo. And looke to haue it yeelded with willingneifc. 

Gome let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 

Wc may digeft our complots inforaeforme. Exeunt. 

Enter a mejfenoer to Lord Haftinas. 

ASe-Jf. What ho my Lord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doore? 

Mef. A melTengf r from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Haft. 

Haft. Whats aclockc? J 

Mc(. V pon the llrokc of foure. 

Had. Cannot thy maiftcr fleepetheteditousnights? 

Me/. So it fhould feeme by that I hauc to lay: 

Fir® . 

/ 
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of Richard thethiYcfr 

pirft he commends him . to your noble Lordfliip. 

Haft. And then. Aief. And then he fends you word, 

He dreamt to night the Bearc had cade his helmc : 

Befides he fayes, there are two coun ccls held, 

And that may be determind at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 

Therefore lie fends to know your Lor fiiids pleafurc 
Ifprefcntly you will take horfc with him, 

And with all fpeed poll into the North, 

To Ihun the danger that hisfoulediuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,rcturnc vnto thy Lord: 

Bid him not fcare the leparated councels: 

His Honour and my felfc arc at the one, 

And at the ocher is my feruant Catcsby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof l (hail not haue intelligence. 

Tell him htsfearesarc fhallow, wanting inftancie. 

And for his drcames,I wonder he is fo fond, 

To trull the mockeric ol vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the B oare put fue vs, 

Were to incenfe the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfuite w here he did meane no chafe. 

Go, bid thy mailer rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (ball fee the Boare will vfc vs kindly. 

AEJ. My gracious Lord, lie tell him whatyoufay* Extt. 

Enter Cates by to L. Hcftin^s . 

Cat. Many good morrow es to my noble Lord. 

Hafl. G oodm orro w Catcsby :y ou arc ea rly ft i rr i n g, 

What newes - , what newes, in this our tottering (late? 

Cai.lt is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And Zbelecuc twill neuerftand vpright 
Till Richard wcare the Garland of the Realme. 

Haft. Whofweare the Garlandldo ell thou meane the 

Cat. I my good Lord. ^ ro ) v I nc ' ? 

Haft, lie haue this crowncormine, cut from my jhoulacrs 
Erclwill feethcCrowne fofoulc mifplafte: 

But canftthou geflethathedothaymeatit?. 

Cat . Vpon my life my L. and hopes to findc you forward 

F 3 Vpon' 
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V P on his party for the gaine thereof, 

And tberevpon he fends you this good newes : 

That this i'amc very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Qnecne mud dicat Pomfrcr. 

Haft.lndccd lam no mourrkrfor tbatnewes, 
Bccaufcthey hauebeene ftillmineenemies: 

But that lie giue my voycc on Richards fide. 

To barre my tmifters heircs in truedifeent, 

God knowes 1 will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious minde. 
Hafl. But I (hall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my Maificrs hate, 

I Iiue to looke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catcsby. fa. What my Lord? 

Haft. Erca fortnight make me eider, 

IHe fend fome packing, that yetthinke noton it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men arevnprcpard,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous , and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Taugh*n,Gray:and fo twill doo 
With fome men eh, who thinkc thcmfdiies asfafe 
As thou, and I, whoas thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both nuke high account ofyou. 

For they account h-s head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and I hauc well dclcrucd i. 

Enter Lard Stanley, *"* 

What my L.whcreisyoui Boare-fpeareman.? 

Fcarcyouthe ^oarcand goefo vnprouided.? 

btan. My L. good morrow rgood morrow Catcsby; 

You may left on, but by the holy Roodc, 

I do nor like thefc feueralf counccfs 1. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as dearc as you do yours. 

And ncucr in my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinkc you but thatlknorwourfiate fecure 
I would be fo rryumpiian t as lam?.. 

Sea. t he Lords at Pomfrcr whea they rode from London 
^ ere tocund , and fuppeldc (heir dates was furc. 

And 
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Andindeed had no caufcto midruft ; 

2?utyetyou fee how foonc the day orccaff, 

This fudden (cab of rancor /mifdoubr, 

Pray God,/ fay , I prone a needle fie coward, 

Sw come my L. (hall we to the Tower? 

Ha.. I gotbut fiay,hcare you not the newes? 

This day thofc men you talkc of, arc beheaded. 

St*. They for their trummight better wearc their heads, 

Then fome that haue aecufdc them wearc their bat; 

^ut come royL let vs away. Exit L Standley , (ft Cat. 

Ha. Go you before, He follow prefently. 

Enter Haflings a Par fill ant. 

Haft. tVcW met Hidings, how goes the world with thee? 

Par. The better that it pleafe your good Lordllrptoask. 
Haft, / tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when / met thee lad where now we mcctc* 

Then was / going prifoncr to theTower,. 

By the fuggedion of the Qucenes allies; 

But now 1 tell thee ( keepe it to thv felfc ). 

This day thofc enemies are put to death. 

And I in better date then euer L was. 

Pur. G*d hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft, Gramercy Hadings.hold fpen J thou that. 

He glues him his pufte. 

Pur. God faue your Lordfhip. Exit. Pur. Enter aPrieft. 

Haft. What fir /ohn,y ou are well met: 
lam beholding to you for your lalt dayes exccife: 

Come the next Sabboth.and 1 will content you. He rehifperrs 
Enter Buckingham. ( in hts eare. 

Sue. How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Yourfricndsst Pomfretthev do need the Pried, (pried! 
Your Honour hath no flir iuingworke m hand. 

H ft. Good faith, and when / met this holy man, 

Thole men you talkc of, came into my minde: 

What.goyou to the Tower my Lord? 

Euc. /do, but long /(hall not day, 

/fliall rcturne before y oui- Lordfhip thence. 

Haft.Tis like enough, for / day dinner there. 

Bw. And fupper too, although thou knowft it not : 
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TheTragedie 
Come /hail we goe along ? 

Enter Str Richard Rathfe , mth the Lord Ritters, 

Gray , and R'aughanfrijoners. 

R*t. Come bring forth the pr-foners. 

Ritt, Sir Richard RatiifFc ,lec me tell thee this* 

To day /halt thou behold a fubied die, 
i or truth, for dutie,and for loyal tj.c 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack ofyou: 

A knot you are of damned blood fuckers, 

Ritt. O Pomfret , Pomfret. Oh thou bloudie prifon, 

Fatall and ominious to noble Pecres : 

Within the guiltie clofure of thy wallcs 
Richard the fecond here was hacktto death: 

And for more /launder to thy difmall foulc, 

We giue thee vp our guiltldte blouds to drinkc. 

Gray. Now Margarets curte is falnevpon ©ur heads, 

For Handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne. 

Ri. Then cutfl (he Haftrngs,thcn curd (he Buckingham, 

Then curl! fhc Richard. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fiftcr,and her princely fonne : 

Be fatisfied deare God with our truebloudtf, 
Whichasthouknoweft vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Come, come, difpatch, the limit ofyour Iiues is out, 
Ritt. Come Gray, come Vaughan,Ict vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue,vntill we mccte in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to counfell - 
Haf. My Lordsat once, the caufe why we are met, 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name/ay ,when is thisroyalJ day ? 

Sue. Arc all things fitting for that royall time ! 

T)ar. It is, and let but nomination. 

Bifls.To morrowthen , I guelfc a happie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protedors mindc herein? 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke ! ( his mind. 

Bi Whyyou my Lo:mctbinksyoufhouldfooneflknow 
Buc. Who I my Lord.? we know each others faces: 

But for our hearts,he knowc 3 no more of mine, 

Then I ofyours : nor I no more of his, then you ofmine, 

Lord 
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LosdHaflings.ycu and hcaienesrcin loue. 

Baft. I \ hanke his grace,/ know he loucs me well: 

But for ins purrolc in the coronation 
/haut not Ivunded him, nor he deliuered 
His gract s ph afore any way therein ; 

Bptyoun v L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes bchalfc ilcgiue my voice, 

Which / picture hewill take in ger tlc part. 

B f>. Now in good time here comes the Duke him felfe. 

Enter Gljler. 

Glo. My noble L and coufens all good morrow, 

/haue bene long a deeper, but new / hope 
My abfcnce doth ncglcd no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded, 

Buc. Had not you come vpon yo'ur kew my Lord.Slfvf 
Wiliam L. Ha flings had now pronoun ft your part.- 
/ mcanc your voice for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Then my L. Ha (lings, no man might be bolder. 

His l otdflnp knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft /thankcyourgrace. 

Glo. M / Lord of E I ie. 

Btjh. My Lord. 

Glo. JPhen / was lad in Holborne, 

/fa we good ftrawberries in your garden there, 

/do hcfecc hyou fend for fomc of them. 

Btfh*I goe ni v Lord. 

<?/<;. Ccuten Buckingham, a word with you: 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufineife, 

And fi'ides the teftr gentleman fohote, 

As he will loofc his head are giue content, 

H s niaiilersfonneasvkoillnpfullhetermesif, 

Snail looferhe royaltieof Englandsthroane. 

Buc Withdraw you hence my L. /Ic follow you. Ex- Glo. 

l)ar Wz haue not yet fetdowne this day of triumph, 

Tomorrowin mine opinion is toofoonc: 

For f aw lelfeam not fc well piouidcd, 

Aselfe/ would be were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Rijhop ofEltr. ( herrie s. 

Bi.fVhcic is my L. Pi etc dor ,/ haue tent for thefe ftraw- 

G Hft. 
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Hajl. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmoothto day ^ 
There? lome conct it or other likes him well, 1 ’ * 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirir, 

/thinke there is ncucraman inChridendome, 

That can JeTcr hide his louc or hate then he : 

F or by his face ttraight fhall you know his heart. 

Bar. What of his heart preceiue vou in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day > 

Hap. Mary , that with n© man here he is offended, 

For if lie were, he would hauefltewen it in his face 
Dar\[ Pray God he be not , / fey. 

Enter G left cr. 

. (74*. /pray you all, what do they delerue 
That doconlpire my death with diucllifh plots 
Oi damned witchcraft , and that hauc preuaild * 

Fpon my bodic with their hellifh charities .? 

Hajl. The tender louc / bearc your Grace my Lord, 

M ikes mcmoll forward in this noble prefence, 

To doomc theolfenders whatfoeuer they be : ’ 

I fey my Lord they hauedeferued death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill. 

See how / am bcwitcht , behold mine armc 
Is like a bladcd fapling withered vp. 

is that Edwards wife , that mondrous ivitch, 

Conforted vvirh that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 
rhat by their witchcrafts thus hauc marked me. 

Hi(l. I{ they haue done this thing mygratiousLord. 

Glo. /r,thou protedor of this damned ftrumpet, 

T eld thou me of iffes fthouart a traitor, 

O it w I i h his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/ will not dine to day /fwcare, 

/'mill /fee the feme, fome fee it done 

rntfclletatlOTem, c ° m cundfollo»mc. 

wofor England, ilotawhitformc: Ca.mtb Hafi. 

For / too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hcJtne 
But/ difdaindit,and didfcorneto fiie, 
rhree times to day my footecloth horfe did Humble 
And Battled when he lookt vpon the Tower, * 

A 
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A s loth to beare me to the ftiughter-houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Pried that fpakc to me, 
repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twcrc triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfrctbloodily were burchsrd, 

And 1 my fclfcfecurc in graceand fauour : 

Oh MargaretjMirgarc? : now thy heauic curfe 
Is lighted on poorc Hidings wretched head. 

Cut. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fhort Ihrift, belongs to fee y cur head. 

Haft. O momentary [fate of worldly men, 

Which wc more hunt for, then the grace of heauen ; 

builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liucs like a drunken Saylcr on a mad, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downc 
Into the fatal! bowels ofthedeepe. 

Conte leade me to the blocke, bearc hint my head, 

They fntilc at me, that fhortly (ball be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of G loft er and Buckingham in armeur. 

Glo. Come cofen, can ft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Muttltcr thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and ftopa§sine, 

Asifthou wert didraught and maa with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookc backe,and pric on euery fide : 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruicc like inforced fmilcs, 

And both are readic in their offices 

To grace ray ftratagems. Enter Maior . 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Let mealonctoentcrraine him. Lord Maio» 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon wc haue fent for you. 

Glo , Cate&byouerlookethewailcs. 

Buc. Harke,Ihearcadrumme. 

Glo. Lookc backc, defend thee, here are enemies, 

Buc. God and our innocencic defend vs. 

Glo . O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G 2 Enter 
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Enter Catesby with Haflingtheak 
Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 

The dangerous and vnfufpeaed Hadings. 

Glo. So dearc 1 leu’d the man, that /mud weepe* 
/ tookc him for the plained harmcleirc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chndian; 

Looke ye my Lord Majors 
I made him my booke wherein my foulerecorded 
The Hiltoric ofali her fecrct thoughts • 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with fliew of vertue 
That his apparant open guiltomitted : * . 

I meane hisconueilation wit£g}horcswifc, 

He laid from all attainder of fufpedt. (traitor 

Buck^ W fell, well, he was the cou rtft Ihcltrcd 
That cuer liu’d ,wou!d you h.me imagined, 

Or almod beleeue, wert not by great preferuation 
We hue to tell it you .? The iubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counlell houfe, 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Glocedcr. 
Mayor. What , had he fo.? 

Go. Wliatthinkeye weareTurksor Infidels, 

Or that we would againd thee purfe of Law, 

Proceed thus lafhly to the villaines death. 

But that theextreame perill nfthecafe, 

Tnc peace of England ,and our perfons fafetic 
Inforff vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now faire befall yoighe delerued his death, 
And you my good L. both,haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfc traitors from the like attempts : 
Ineucr looktfor better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Midreffe Shore. 

Clo. Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 
infill your Lordlhip came to fee his death, 

Which now' the longing bade ofthelc our friends 
S nine what againd our meaning haue peruefited, 
Becaufe my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
Tne traitor Ijxake , and timeroully coofelle 
The manner, and the purpofe ofhistreafon, 

1 natyou minght weJi hauc ilgnificd the lame 
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Vnto the Cittizens,who happih may 
Mifcondcr vs in him, and way lehis death. 

Ma. My good L. your Graces word Ihallfcrue, 

As well as l had fecnc or heard him fpeake: 

And doubt yo i not right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iud proceedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we willit your Lordlhip 
To auoid the carping fcnlurc s of the world, (here, 

Buc. But fines you^metoo late of our intents, 

Yctwitndle what wcdfnntend.and fo my Lord adue. 

G o. After, after, Coufcn Buckingham. Exit Maior. 

The M nor towards Guild-hall hies him in all pod, 

There at your mcctda Juantageof the time, , 

1 rerrethe baderdy ot Edwards children's 
Tell them how Edward pur to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he womd make his fonne 
Heirc to the Crownc, meaning (indeed) his houfe, 

Which by the figoe thereof wastearmedfo. 

Motcoucr,vrgc his hattfull luxurie, 

And heftiail ppetite in change of lud, 

Which diet tiled to their lei ujnts, daughters, WIUCS, 

Eucn where fiislufllull cyc,cr fauige heart, 

Without controli lfdedto make his prey : 

Nay for a ived tlrus farre come ncere my perfon, 

Te|| them,w hen that my mother went with child 
O' t hat vnfatiare Edward, noble Yoi ke, 

My Princely father t' cn hadwarresin France, 

And by mil computation ofthe rime. 

Found, that i he dfue was not his begot, 

Which v , )! appeared in his lineaments. 

Be mg noi ' mg tike the noble Duke my father : 

But touch this iparmglv as it were farre oft, 

Bccaoft you know my Lord, my brother! mes. 

Bac. Feare nof,mj Lord,l'c play the Orator, 

As ifrhe golden feefor which 1 pleade 

Were for my fede. • 

Gl j . If you thriue w<*U, bring them fo BaynardsCaiUc, 

Where you lliall fiuuc me wed accomp-nicd yfith 
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W ith reuerend fathers and well learned Bilhops. 

Buc. About threeorfourca clockelooketohcare 
f^hat newes Guild hall aflfordeth and fom y Lordfarwell. 

Glo. Now will I into take fomepriuie order ( £.v. Buc 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of light, 

And to giue notice that no manner of peifon 
At any rime liaue recourfc vnrothc Princes, £ x j ( 

Enter a Scriutucr rrith a paper in hu hand. - 
This is thelndidfmcnt of the good Lord h'allings, 

A^hich in a fet hand fairely if engroifd. 

That it may be this day read ouer ifftffls : 

Arid marke how well the fcqudl hangs together, 

Eleuen houres 1 fpent to write it ouer. 

Foryeftcrnightby Catesby v as it brought me, 

The prefident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres kued Lord Haftings, 
Vntaintcdjvnexamined: freest libertic : 

Here's a good world the while, t^hy who’s fogroile 
That fees not this palpable deuice i 
Yet who fo blind but fayes he fees it not l 
Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

When luch bad dealing tnull be leene in thought. Exit. 

Enter Glecefierat one door e, Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How now my Lord what fay the Citizens? 

Bnc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizcncs are mummc,and fpeake nota word. 

Glo. Toucht you the Baftardy of Edwards children i 
Bnc. I didswith the infariaregreedineffeofhis delires, 

His tyranny for trifles : his ownc baftardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 

Withalll didinferreyourlienaments, 

Being the right Idea ofyour father, 

Both in oty forme and noblenclfeofminde s 
Layd open all your vi&orics in Scotland : 

Your Difcipiine in warrt^WtWome in peace : 

Your bountic,vertue,faire humilities 
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
V ntouch’tjor ilieghtly handled in difeourfe ; 

And when my Oratoriegrewto end, 

I bad 
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I bad them that Ioue s their Countries good, 

Cry,Godfaue Richard,EnglandsroyallKing. 

Glo. A, and did they fo? 

Buc. No fo God helpe me, 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathlcfle (tones, 

Gazde each on otherandlookt deadly pale: 

Which when I Taw, I reprehended them : (lencc ? 

And askt the Mayor what meant this wilfull fi- 
His anfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke too, but b y th^Recorder. 

Then hewasvrgdetotell my taleagaiaes 
Thus faith the Duke,thus hath the Duke inferd : 

Bue nothing fpake in warrant from himfelfe: 

When he had done,Iomc followers ofmincownc 
At the lower end oft he hall, hurled vp their caps, 

And fame ten voy ccs crycd,Godfauc King Richards 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth J> 

This gencrall applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifcdome and your loucs to Richard s 
And fo brake off and came away, . 

Glo. what tonguelcflc blocks were they, would they not 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord. (fpeake s' 

Glo. will not the Mayor then ? and his brethren come i 
Buc. The Major is ^eerf sand intend fomc fcare. 

Be not fpoken withall,but with mightie futc s 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 

And fland betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, , 

For on that ground lie build a holy delcant s 
Be not cafic wonne to our requett s 
Play the maydes part, fay no, but fake if. 

Glo. Fcare not me,ifthou canft plcade 3S well for them. 
As I can fay nay to thee for my (clfe, 

No doubt wecle bring it to a happy iiTue. 

Buc. You dial fee what I can do, get you ypto the leads. P.r, 
Now my Lord Mayor, I dance attendance here, 

I thinkethc Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Catesbj. 
Here comes his feruant s how now Catesby, what fayes he ? 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vilit.him to morrow, or nextday: . 
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The Tragedie 

He is within with two rcuerend Fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly futc would he be mou'd, 

To draw him from his holycxerofe. 

Buc. Rcturne good ^afesby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him my fclfc,thc Miior and Citizens, 

In deepc defignes and matters of g eat moment, 

No Idle importing then our gcnerall good) 

Are come to haue Zorns corerencc with his grace. 

Cat, lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit . 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this princess hot an Edward: 

He is riot lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe D nines : 
Notfleepingtoingfollc his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchful I f®u!e. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Taiceon hirofelfe thefoucraignticthereon, 

But furc I feare we fhall ricuerwinne hi m to it. 

Atfai. Marry God forbid his grace (liould fay vs nay. 

Enter Cate shy. 

Buc. I feare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord J 

Cut. My Lord hewonderstowhatendyouhaucaflemblcd 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he ft res you meane no good to him, 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen fliould 
Sufpcift me that I meane no good to him. 

By hruuen I come in prrfeft louc to him, 

And fo once more rcturneand tell his grace: Exit Catesby, 

EE hen holy and deuout religious men, 

Arc at their beads,tis hard to draw them lienee. 

So fwcct is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and two B if oops aloft. 

M dor. See where hr ftatfdshetwcencrwo Clergimen. 

Buc. Two props ofveruir for a ChrillianPriiice: 

To thy him from the fali of vanitie, 

^Famous 
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of Richard the third. 

Famous PIantagenet,moft gracious EEjn.cS> 

Lend fauourablc cares to my requefti 
And pardon vs the interruption * 

Ofthy deuotion and right Chriflianzeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfecch you pardon me, 

Whocarneft inthcfcruiceof my God, 

Ncgieft the vifitation of my friends: 

But leauing this, what is your Graces pkafure? 

Buc . Euen that 1 hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good menofthisvngoucrnd lie. 

GE. I do lufpedt , I hauc donefome offence, 

That feme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc. You hauc my Lorch wou’d itpleafe your Grace 
At our entreahes to amend that fault, 

Glo. Elfe wherforc breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault thatyou refigns 
The fupreamc Seate,the Throne maicfticall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

Thclincall glory ofyourroyallHoufe, 

7o the corruption of a blem ifht ftockc : 

Whilcft in the mildcnelfcofyourflecpicthougbts. 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good: 

This noble lie doth want ^proper Iimbes, 

Her face defac’t with (car^of infamie, 

And almotf fhouldrcdm this fwallowinggulph,' 

Of blind forgctfulneirc and darke obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfc to fake on you the fbucraignticthcrcofj, 
Not as Proteftor , Stwcward , Subftitutc, 

Nor lowly Fadlor for an others gainc? 

But as fuccefliuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth ,y our Eroperieiyour ewne : 

For this contorted with the Citizens, 

Y our worfhipfull and very louing freinds, 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft lute come I to mouc your Grace. 

H Qtu 








rher ragfdfe 

Glo. 1 know not whithc ^to depart in filence, 

Or bitterly to fpeakeinyour reproofe, 

Bert fitteth my degree or >*Jur condition: 

Yourloue deferues ray tha-nfcc&,but my defert 
Vnmeritable fliunnes your high requeft, 

Firft if ail obftadcs were cut away, 

And that my path wereeuen to thecrownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertic of fpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my defeats, 

As 1 had rather hide me from my greatnefte, 

Being a Barketo brooke no mightie fea, 

Then in my greatneifecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered: 
tfut God be thanked theres no need for me. 

And much 1 need tohdpeyou ifneetl were, 

The royall tree hath left vs royall frurtc. 

Which mellowed by the ftealing houresoftime. 

Will well become thefeate of maie(lie 5 
And make no doubt vs happieby his raigne, 

On him Hay whatyou would lay on me : 

Therightand fortune of his bappie ftarres. 

Which God defend that! fliould wring from him. "1 

Btic. My Lord, this argues confci enc : . i i yourgrree, 

But the refpeds thercofare nice ancffiiuiall, 

/■ All circumftances vvcll conOdcred.*” * 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too , but not by Ed wards wife .• 

For fir ft he was cor.tradf to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother hues, a witneffe to that vow, 

And afterward by fubftit ute betrothed 
To Bona , fifter to the king of France, 

Thefe both put by a poorc petitioner, 

A care-craz i mother of mao/chifdten, 

A bcauty-waining and di ftrefted widowe, 

Euen in the afternoonc of her beft dayes, 

Made prife and purebafeof his iuftfull eye, 

Scduc tthc pitch and height of all his thoughts, 

To 
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of Richard thethrid. 

To bafedeclcnfion and loathd bigamie, 

By her in his vnlawfull bed begot, 

This Edward^ whom our maners terme the prince ; 
More bitterly could 1 expoftulate]^ 

S aue that for reucrencc to fome aliue 
1 giue a fparing limit to my tongue : 

Then good ny Lord , take to your royall feife, 

This proffered bcnefitofdignitie? 

If not to blelfe v'sand the land withall, 

Yet to draw outyour royal! ftocke, 

From the corruption of abiding time, 

Vntoa lineall true detiued cour/e. 

Mau Do good my Lord, your citizens entreat you 

Cat. O make them ioy full, grant their lawfull fute. 

Glo. Alas, why would you heapethofc cares on me, 

I am vn fit for ftateand dignitie: 

1 do befecchyoutakeftnotamilTe, 

I cannot, nor 1 will noty celdto you. 

Bttc, Ifyourefufe it as in ioueand zeale, 

Loth to depofe the childeyour brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tenderneffc of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 

Which we hane noted in you to your kin. 

And egally indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no, 

Your brothcrs|fcnne /ball neuer raigne our king, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne, 
Tothedifgraceand clownfail of your heufe : 

And in this rcfolution here we leauc you, 

Come Citizens, zounds lie intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not (wcarc my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call them again, my L. and accept their lute. 

Ano. Do, good my Lord,leaft all the land do rew it. 

Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care. ? 
Well, call them again, I am not made of'ftones, 

But penetrable to your kind i ntreats, 

Albeit againft my confcience and my foulc, 

Cofcn of Buckingham, and you fage grauemen, 

H i 
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Since you'will buckle fortune on my backc, 

To bearethc burthen whether l will or no, 

I mutt hauc paciencc to endure theloade, 

B ut if blacke fcandale orjftoule fac’t reproach 
Attend the icqueilofyourimpofition. 

Your mecre inforcement fiiali acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof 
For God he knowes , and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defirc thereof. 

May. God blclTc your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 

Glo. In faying foyou ihall but fay the truth. 

Bhc. Then I faluteyou with this kingly Title ; 

Longliue King /?/VW^,Eng!andsroyall King. 

May. Amen. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown'd ? 

Glo . Euenwhen you wiiI 5 finccyou will haue it fo* 

Bhc .To morrow then we will attend your Grace* 

Glo . Com c, let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freinds. Exeunt* 
Enter ffueene mother , But chef e of Tor^ Marqttes 
Borfetat one door e , Duichefe ofGlocefler 

at another doore. > 

E>ut. Who meets vs hecre,my Neccc PJantagenef ? 

Sifter well met, whither away fo faft? 

Dm. Glo. No farther then the Tower, and as I euefle, 

Vpon thelike dcuotion as your felucs, 

-To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

flu. Kind filler thanks , weele enter all fogither. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leauc. 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in healthtbutbyyourlcauc, 

I may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

TheKinghath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

Jig. The King? why, who's that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercic,/meanc the Lord Profe&or. 

£fu. The Lord proted him from that Kingly title: 
v Hath he fet bounds betwixt their louc and me : 

/a ns 
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of Richard the third.’ 

/am their mother, who fliould kcepe me from them ? 

I am their father, mother, and will fecthc^. 

But. Glo. Their Aunt /am in law,in loue their mother : 
Then fearc notthouJjjdjcarcthy blame, 

And fake thy office from thee on my pcrill. 

Lieu, /do bcfecch your Graces all to pardon me : 

/am bound by oath, /may not do it. 

Enter LordStandlj. 

Stan. Let me but mcetcyou Ladicsgt an houre hence, 
And He falute your Grace ofYorkc,as mother ; 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Quccncs. 

Come Madam, you mu ft go with me to Wcftminfter, 
There to be crowned Richards royall Queenc. 

Gu. o cur my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fome fcope to beijj^jjjglf^cund 
With this dead liking newes. 

Bor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
flu. O Dorfet.fpeake not to me, get thec hence, 

Death and deftrudion doggctheeattheheeles, 

Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 

If thou wil t out (trip death, goe crofie the Teas, 

, And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thcc^ie thee/rom this {laughter heufe. 

Leaf! thou intreafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfc, 

Nor mother, wife, nt>r Englands counted Q^ecne. 

Star. Full ofwife care is this your council M^dam,'. 
Take all the fwifratuuntage oft he time, 

You ffiall haue It ttersfrom me ts my fonne, 

Tomcete ye u on t^c way, and wclcomeyou, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife>dday . 

But. Tor. O ill difpearfingwinde.ofmifene, 

0 my accui fed wombe : the bed of death, 

A Cocat rice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

J^hofc vnauoyded eye is rr.urtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all hafte was fent ton 
Buch. And /in all vnwillingiHlIe will goe, 

1 would to God that the idciufiue verge 
Of golden mettall that muft round my browe, 

H 3 
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Were red hortc fteeie to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me ^th deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay,God fauc the Queene. 

J2%. Alas poorefoule,! enuie nouhyelory, 

To feedc my humor, wifli thy Iclfc nemmne. 

Dnt.Glo . No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to roe as 1 followed Henries courfc, 

When fcarce the blood was well walbtfcom his hands 
Which i filled from nJSjothcr angel husband!, 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed 
0,when I fay, I loGkton Richards face, 

This was my will), be t hou quoth I accurft, 

For making rnefo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,kt farrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be folaadde 

As mfferablc by the delfff onTOef 1 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords 'death, 

Loc,euen I can repeatethis curie againc, 

Euen in (o ftiort a (pace, my womans heart 
Crofly grcwcaptiueto his hony words, 

And prou’d thefubictfts of my ownefoulcscurfe, 

Which cucr fincejiathkept my eyes from fteepe, 

For neucr yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed thegolden deawoffleepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerousdreames, j 

Befidcs,hchate8 me for my father Warwicke, 

And will (liortly be rid of me. 

g)ji. Alaspoorefoule,! pittie thy complaints. 

Dnt.Glo. No more the from my foiilc I mourne for yours. 
£lu. Fareweffthou wofull wclcomcr of glorie. 

Dnt.Glo. A due poore foule,thou takft thy leaue ofir. 

Dk Tor. Go thou to Richm6d,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan<ftuarie,good thoughts polIeUe thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie olde yeares of forrow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

The 
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7* he Trumpets found. Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Cates by, with other Nobles. 

King. Stand al ! a part. Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giuc me thy hand : Here he afeendeth hie 

Thus high by thy aduice . throne. 

And thy aftiftance is King Richard feated : 

But dial! we weare thefe honours for a day J 
Or (lull they laft,and we reioyce in them ! 

Buc. Still Jiuc they, and for euer may they laft. 

Kin.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward liues : thinfce now whafl wouldfay. 

Buc. Say on mygrariousfoueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thrice renowmed liege. 

King, Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc. Truenoble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcquence, 

That Edward ftill ihouldliuctrue noble Princel 
Cofcn, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I beplainc? Iwidithcbaftardsdcad, 

And I would haue itfuddcnly performde. 

Whatfaift thoui fpeakefuddenly,bebriefe. 

Buc. YourGracemay doyourpleafure. 

King. Tut,tut,thouarrallycc,thykindhelTe freezeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they dial I di^ 

Buc. Giuemefomebrcath,fomelitlOT4ufemy Lord, 
Before I pofitiuelyfpeakehcrcin: tmy 
I will refolueyour Grace immediate 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip; 

King. I will conuerfe with iron wittedfoolcs, 

And vnrefpe&iue boyes,none are for me 
That looke into me with con fiderate eyes: 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeift. 
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TheTragedie 

Would tcmptvntoaclofc exploit ofdeath. 

Boy . My Lord, l know a difeonter ted Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meancs match not his haughtic minde, 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And willnodoubttcmpthimtoany thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord,is Tirrell. 

King.. Goe call him hither prcfcntly. 

Thedeepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath i 

Ente >■ Darby. 

How now, what newes wifltyou i 

Dar. My Lord, I hcare the MarquefieDorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thole parts beyond the feas where 
he abides. 

King. Cates by. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is (kkeand liketodic, 

1 will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out fomc meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,and I fearc not him : 

Lookc how thou dream ft : I fay againc,giueout 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it (lands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orslfe my kingdome (|Wjs on brittle glalfe, 

Murther her brothers, anothen marry her, 

Vncert line way ofgaine,but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Xcarc falling pittie dwels not in this cye« 

EnterTirrel. 

Is thy nameTirrcll? 

Tin. lames T irrel,and your mod obedient fubicct.^ 
King. Art thou indeed? 
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of Richard the third. 

Tir. Proue me my gracious faueraigne. 

King. Dar ft thourefolueto kill a friend ofminc? 

Tir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepc enemies. 

Kmg. /^hy there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes dillurbs, 

Are they that 1 would haue thee dealc vpon: 

Tirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Tir. Let me haue open m canes to come to theft), 

And foone /le rid you from the feare ofthem. 

Cing. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither TirrilL 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine eare. He whijpers inhii 

Tis no more but fo, fay undone {eare. 

And I will lone thee, and prefere thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

Kwg. Shall we hcare from thee Tirrel , ere we deeper 
Enter Buckingham. 

Tir, Ye fiiall my Lord. 

Buc. My Lord, /haue confidcred in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did found mein. 

King. Well, let that Pafle , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Bnc. /hcare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he is your wiues fonpe.- TVel looke too it. 

Buc. My Lord , /claime your gift, my due by promife, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdome ofHerford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed 1 fliould pofletTc. — » 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if (lie conuey 
Letters to Richmond you (hallanfwcrcit. 

Buc. What fayes your highnclle to my iuft demaund? 

King. As I remember, Henry the fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 

TV hen Richmond was a little pecuifli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck • My Lord., 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me,/ being bv, that /fliould kill him. 

Buck, My Lord, your promife for the Earldomc. 

King. Richmond,whenlaft/wasat Exeter 

The Maior in curtefie (hewed me the Gallic, 

I 
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racTragfdie 

And called it Ruge-mount,at which name I flatted, 

Becauie a Bard of /reland told me once 
/ihouldnotliuelongaftcr I Caw Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord. 

King. /, wliats a clockc? • 

Buc. / am thus bold to put your grace in mindc 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King.JVcl 1, but v.hatsa clockc? 

Bhc. Tpon the ftroke of ten. 

Ki<g. Well, let it It r ike. 

Buc. Why let it ilrike? 

King, Becaufe.that likealacke fbqujceep tithe ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and- my meditation, 
lam notin the gluing vaihcto.day. 

Buc. Why then refoiuc me whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled me, /am not in thevainc. Exit, 
Bac. Is it cuen fo / rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepecon empr,niade /him king for this ? 

Olet roethinkeon Ha It mgs, and begone 
To Brecnock, while my (earefuii head is on. Exit. 

Enter Hr Prancit Tirrell. 

Tir. Thetyranncusaod blotidiedecdisdcnc, 

The moll arch-ad of pitteous malfacre, 

That eucr yet this land was gudtie of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom /did fubbornc 
To dothis ruth full pcccccf butchery, 

Although they were flcllit vilJains ; bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tenderneifeand kind compalTion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad (lories: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thoCe tender babes. 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafterarmes, 

Their lips hkefoure redRofesona (hike, 

Which in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A bookeof praiers on their pillow laic, 

Which once quoth Forreft almoftcbangd myminde, 

But O the diuei ! there the villaincftopt, 
WhilftDightonthus told on wefmothered. 

The 
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-r-* Ul0 ^ i .fplemflicd fweet workc ofnature. 

- nac horn the prime creation euer he frain.de, _ 

Tney could not fpeake,and fe/Jcftfhffiffi&rh, 

1 o bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 

Ext cr king Richard. 

<.nd here he comes. All hade my ioueraigne liege. * 
eOw. Kind rirrdham /happie.in thy newes ? 

1 lr ‘ ^ co haue done the tiling you caue in charge 
Begc ry our happincllc, be happic thenjr 
For it is done my Lord. 

I< im. But did ft thou fee them dead? 

7 in /did my Lord. 

King And buried gentle Tirrell? 

Ttr. The Chaplamc or the Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in what place /do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell (oonear after (upper, 

And thou (halt tell rheprocefle of their death,* 

Meane time bur tbinkc how /may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit. Tin ell. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue / pent vp clofe, 

His daughter meanly haue I matchtin marriage. 

The (ounes of Edward ilsepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Brittainc Richmond aimes 
Acyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thrilling wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad, that thou comeft in fo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely inied to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftiil his power encrcafeth. rl - 

ICing. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and hisralh leuied army.* 

Come , / haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 

7s leaden (eruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaiie-pac’t beggery, 

I i Then 
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TheTragcdie. 

Then ficric expedition be my t vings. 

Jou^ . Mercuric an d Herald fora king. 

Come mufter rnemmy couufaileis my Qiield, 

We muft be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Exeunt. 

F nter Queens Margaret fold. 

Qjiiar. So nQvvjrofperitie begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefc confines fiilic haue I lurkt, 

To watch the warning of mine aduerfarics : 

A dire indudtionam I witneffe too, 

And will to France, hoping the confcguence 
Will proueas bitter, blacke,and tragical], 

Withdraw thee wterched Margaret, who comes here. 

Enter the Queens , and the DutchejfsofTorke • 

Qu. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblownc flowers, newappearing fwccts, 

/fyet your gentle foules file in the aire, 

And be rot fixtin doorae perpctuall, 

Houer about me withyour aierie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Qu. Mar. Houeriabout her , fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night. 

Qu. Wilt thou O God , flie from fuch gentle larabes, 

And throw them in the intrailes of the wolfe.- 
When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done ? 

Qu. Mar. When holy dide, and my fweetfonne. 
Dutch. Blind fight , deaddife , poore mortall liuing ghofl, 
JV oes fccanc , worlds lhame,graues due by life vfurpt, 

Reft they vnrefton Englands lawful! earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocents blood. 

Qu. O that thou wooldftas well afFoord a graue, 

As thou can ft yeeld a melancholy feate, 

Then would / hide my bones, not reft thcnvherc : 

O who hath any caufc to mourne but I? 

Dut. 





ofRi chardthethird. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Edward Plantagenent,why art thou dead ? 

Qjliar. Ifauncientforrow bemoft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of iignoric, 

And let my woes frowneon the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell oueryour woesagaine by viewing mine : 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild 1 film .- 
I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward^ill a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, til! a Richard kild him. 

Dut. I hadaRichardtoo,andtboudidft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou liolpjt to kill him. 

Qjyiar, Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him : 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

Thatdogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes,and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofc,to chafe vs to our graues, 

O vpright,iuft,and true difpofing God, 

How do I thankc thee, that this carnall currc 
Praieson the ilfae ofhismothersbodic, 

And makes her puc-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph . tsot in my woes, 

God witnefle with me,I haue wept for thee. 

QJMar. Bear w itb me, I am hungry for reuenge, 

And'now I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he is but boote,bccaufc both they 
Match not the high perfection of my IolTe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders ofthis tragicke plaic, 

The adulterate Ha (lings, Riucrs,Vaugham,Gray> 

Vntimely fmothred in their duskic graue?, 

Richard yet liues,hcls blacke intelligencer, Onely 
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One!/ referued their fa&er to huy foules, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his p!tteous,snd vnp (tied end, 

E in h gapes jhell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancel! his bond oNife dearc God I pray. 

That I may iiue toTay,thc dog is dead. 

O thou did fl prophccie the time would come 
That [ fhoulci witiffor fnce to heipe mecurflc 
Thatbofteld fpiJcr,thatfcu!c huneh-backctoade. 

Sl^Mar. /caid thee then,vaine flourilli of my fortune, 
Icaldtheethen poore fhadow,painted Queene, 

The prefect at io.n of, but what / was, 

The fl ottering index of a uirdyil pageant, 

Ohbiieau’d a high, to behurld downe bslow, 

A mother oneIy,mockc with two fweet babes, 
Adreameofwhich thou wert,a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifh fljgge, 

To be the aime of cuery dangerous idiot, 

A Qneene in ieafi-jOneiy to fill the feeane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers 3 
inhere Jj£thy children, wherein doeft tnou ioy 3 
V/hc, fues to thee, and cries God faue the Queene 3 
JFhcre be the bending peercs that flattered thee ? 
where be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Declincall this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moftdifirdled widow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailcs the name : 

For Queene, a very Catiue crown d with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaundingalJ, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me,no\v fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iufticc wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doclt thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrowJ 

Now 

3S~ tJtyT 
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Now thy proud nccke, bearcs halfc my burthenedyoke. 
From which ,euen here, I flip my weary necke, 

A nd ieaue the burthen of it a! 1 on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife,and£Queenc of fad mifchance, 

Thcfc Englifh woes, will make me fmile in France. 

JQu.O thou well skild in ctirfes,flay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Js^ Mar. Forbeare to fl rep rhe qiyly .and faft thc^a^ 
Compare dea l happinelle with liumg woe,- 
Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bettring thy lode makes the bad caufcr wor.fe, ^ 
Reuoluingthisjwill teach thee how to curfe. 

gn, My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine. 
Dm. Why (hould calamitie be full of words i Exit. Afar, 
gu. Wmdie atturnies to your client woes, 
Aiericfucccedersofinteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them haue fcope, though what they do impart 
Helps not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

Dm. if (o,then be not toong-tide.goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
M / damned fonne, which thy t^o^omK|imothred : 

I heare his drum, be copious incxclalroes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummts 

and Trumpets. 

Km Who intercepts my expedition? L 

Dm. A (lie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the daughters wretch, that thoubaft done. 

£)u. Hid’d thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where fliould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The daughter of the Prince that owde that crowne. 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers: 

Tell me thou villainc (Uue, where are my children 3 

Dm, 
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The Tragedie 

l)ut. Thou (ode, thou todc, where is thy brother Clarece ? 
And litle Ned Plantaget,his Tonne i 

fThere is kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray ? 
King. A Hourifh trumpets.ftrikealarum drurnmes, 

Let not the hcauens heare thefete'I-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I fay. T be trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me Lire, founds. 

Or witluh^ clamorous of warre, 

Thus wTin drowne your cxciamations. 

But. Art thou my Tonne ? 

King. I, l thankc God, my father and your felfe. 

But. T)»en patiently heare my impatience. 

Kmg. Madamelhaueatouchofyourcondition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

But. I will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

Ktnff. And briefe good mother, for lam in hafte. 

But. Artthoufohaftiel haue (laid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,p.4ne and agonic. 

King. Andcamelnotar laft to comfortyou i 
But. No by the holy roode thou know ft it well, 

Thou cam ft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancic, 

Tljy fchoole-daies fri g^ |fi jLdefp erate,wildeandfurious : 
Thy^p confirmd, proud, TubtiF,bloudie,ttechcrou3, 
r^hat comfortable hourc canft thou name, 

That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey hourc,thatcald your grace, 

To breakefaft onceforth of my companie : 
l f it be fo g ra d nas in your fight, 
r e t me mardfon,and not offend your grace. 

But. 6 heare me fpeake/or I fhall neucr fee thee more. 
Kinfr. Come, come, you arc too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warrethou t-urne aconqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifli, 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my mart heauic curfe, 
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VVhtch in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wear ft, 

My praiers on theaduerfe partie fight, *- 
And there the litle Tonies of Edwards children 
Wbifperrhe fpirits ofthine enemies, 

And promifethem fuccclfcand vidtory, 

B oudic theu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Sharhcferues thy life, and dottahy death attend.- Exit. ' 
J2j- Though far mote caufe, yet much Idle (pirif to curie 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I nuift fpeake a word with you. 
it u. Ihaucno more Tonnes of the royal! blood, 

For thceto murther,for rny daughters R:chard, 

They (ball be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 

And therefore leucll not to hit their lit es. 



King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Tertuousand faire, royal! and gracious. 

Cu. And muftfhe die for this? O let her liijei 
And lie corrupt her manners, (bine her beautie, 

Slander my fclfc , as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So (lie may liue vn (card from bleeding fiaughter, 

/will confelfe ihewas not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, ilicis of royall blooch 
6>, To faue her life, tie fay fire is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafeft in her birth. 
ght. And only in that fafetic died her brothers. 

. King ■ Lo at their births good ftars were oppbhte. 

fhi. No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

K$ng. A\[ vnauoyded is the doonte ofdefieny. 

Qu, True, when auby ded grace makes defleny , 

My babes wefc deftindc to a fairer death, 

Ifarace had blcft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue l in my dangerous attempt of hoflile 
As I intend more good to you and yours,' N armes, 

Then cuer you ob/ours wer e by me wrongd. 

What good, is couerd with the face of hcauen, 

Tote difeouerd chat can doinc good. 

Vina The aduancemcnt of your children ffl'ghticL: t,. * 
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£hi. Vp to (bote fciffbld, there to loofe their heads. 

King. No to the digmtic and height of honor, 

The height impsriail tipeofthss earths glory. 

Q^oPiaiter my forrowes with report of it. 

Tell me what ftate, what dtgnitie, what honor, 

C 3 olf.rhou dernife toany child of mine ? 

Kin*. Etien all I hade, yea and my fclfc and all, 

Wiii I wtch.il] endow a c In i d of thine, 

So in the Lethe of rhy angry foole, 

Thou drovvne the fid remembrance of tty. fc wrongs 
Winch thou fuppofcft ! haue done to thee, 

8 obricfe,idf thatche proedfe ofciiy kindr.efle 
La ft longer telling then thy km.lneifc doo. 

K . Then know thatfrom my toule i louc thy daughter. 

Qj. My daughters mother thmkcsit with her foulc. 

King. What do you thinke ? 

£lu. That thou doc ft: !ou my daughter from thy fouie, 

So from thy fouS.es louedidftthou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue / do thanke thee for if, 

IO rig. Be not (o haftic to confound my meaning. 

I meane t hat with my fouie [ loue thy daughter, 

And meane to make hcrQuecncofEnglaiid. 

£lti. Say then, whodocli thou meane lhali be her king? 

Kim. Euen he that makes-her Queene,hovv fhould cll’c? 

Slu. What thou? 

King. /,euen f, what thinke you of it Madame?. 

Howcanft thou wooe her? 

King. That f would ( lcaniecf you, 

As one that were belt acquainted with her humor, 

Jjty. And wilt thou learncof me? 

Km*. Madam with all my heart. 

£)*■ Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A pajre of bleeding hearts, thereon rngraue, 

Edward^and Yor-kc, then happily jhe will weepe, 

Therefore prefent to her,as (ometime Margaret 

Did to thy father, a handkcrcheffc (Icept in Rutlans blood, 

And bid hcrdnic her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this Inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her 3 ftory ofthy noble adts: 

Tcii-hcr thou nuu'ft away her vn.clc Clarence, 

J:. _ . * ' . . jK - _ . - - 
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of Richard the ibird. 

Her vnde Riucrs,yea,and for her Cake 

Madtft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Anne. 

Come, come,yemockenx, this is not the way 
To winne your daughter. 

Qv. There is no other way, 

Vnieflc thou could A put on feme other fhapr, 

And not, be Richard rhat hath doneall this. 

King. Infer re taire England® peace by this alliance. 

Q^. Which flic ill ill purchafe with (till lading warre. 

King, Say that the king which may command intreats, 
Q«. That at herhancs which the kings kingforbid. 

Kmg. Say fncfliall be a high and mightk Queene. 

Qy. To walk the title as her mother dotiiT 
King. Say [will loue her eueriafiingly. 

Qy. But how long fhali that title euerlaft? 

Kmg. Swcetfy inforce vnto herfairc Hues end. 

Qa. But how long finely flnll that title lift?. 

King. So long as iieaum and nature lengthens it. 

Qy. So long as hell and Richard likes ofit. 

King Say 1 her foucraigne am her fubtedf louc. 

Q«i But flieyoui'fubicdrloathsfuchfoucraingtie, 

Kmg. Be eloquent in my bechalfeto her. 

q£ Ail hor.eft tale fpeelfslx ft being plainely told. 

KJng. Then in plainetearmes tell her my lolling tale, 
cty Blaine and not honeftistooharlh a flile. 

Kmg Madame,yourrcafonsaretoo (Inflow & too quick. 
Qif. O no, my rcalons arc too dcrpeanddead. 
Toodeepeand dead noore infants in their grade, 

Harpe on it ftill (lull l, till heart firings breake. 

K in* Now by my George, mv Garter and my Crowne. 
Qaf Prophand,di(lionord,and the third vfurped. 

Kmg. 1 fweare by nothing. 

Qu By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George nrophand, hath loft his holy nonour . 

The Garter blemiflit , pawnd his knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt,dilgrac't his kingly digmtic, 
Iffomcthinzthou wilt fweare to be belmidc, 

Sweare then by fomethhg that thou haft nowrongd. 

Kin No w,by the world. ' c 

* K J 
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Tis full of thy foulc wrongs. 

King. My fathers death. 

Chi Thy feife hath that difhonord. 

King. Thenoy my felfc. 
j r gu. THy fdfcjthy fclfc mifufcft. 

King. Whyjthcn by God. 

Oit. Gods wrong is moil of all : 

If thou Had ft feardjto brealccan oath by him, 

The v nitie the King my brother made, 

H id nor been? broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft fcard to breake an oath by him, 

The cmperiall mettel circling now thy brow, 

I Nd graft the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender piay-fellowesfor duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prayc for wormes. 

King. By the time to come. 

Jjh/.. That thou haft wrongd in timeorepaft, 

For I my feife hauemany teares to wafh 
Hereaftcrtimefortime,by thee paft wrongd, 

The children hue, &bofe parents thou haft flaughtred, 
Vngoucrnd youth, to wayleir with their age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd, 
Old withered plants to walk it with their age : 

Swcate not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifu(ed,carcvfed,by time mifufedorepaft. 

King. As I entendto profperand repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoftilc arrme9,my feife my felfc confound, 

D.<y yecld me not thy lighr,nor nightthy reft. 

Be oppofite,aii planets of good luckc 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts louc, 
Immaculatcd deuotion, holy thoughts, 

I render notthy beauteous princely daughter, 

In herconfifts my Happineireand thine, 

Without hcr.followcs to this land and me, 

To thee, her fclfc ,and many a fchriftian foule, 

Sad defolation,ruine and decay. 

It cannot be auoided but by this i 
It will not be auoided but by this i 
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ol Richard the thirds 

Therefore good mother (I muft call youfo) 

Betheatturney ofmy iouctoher. 

Plcade what I will be, not what 1 haucbcene. 

Not by dcfcrts.bur what 7 wiil dt feme : 

Vrge the neccftitic and ftateof times, 

And be not pccuiili fond in great dcfignes. 

Qui Shall 1 be tempted oftheDiueilthus? 

King. T, if the diueli tempt thee to do good.’ 

Qg, S hall I forget my feife to be my fclfc ? 

Kmg. I, ifyour feife s remembrance wrong your feife. 
jjjhi. But thou didft kill my children. "<* 

Km But in your daughters wombe , lie bu rie them. 

Where in that heft of fpicetiet ^erc fliall breed, 

Selfes ofthemfclues to your recom fiturc. 

£ht. Shall /go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 
egte. I go, write to me very fbortly. 

King. Beare her my true loues kifTe : farewell. Exit £>».. 
Relenting foolc,and ftiallow changing yoman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foucraigne,on the Wefterne coaft, 
Rideth a puilfantNauic.To the (horc, 

Throng many doubtfull hollow-harted friends, 

Vnarmd, and vnrefolud tobcatethem backe: 

Tisthought that Richmond istheir Admirall : 

• nd there they hull, expefting but theayd, 

Ot Buckingham to welcome them a jhore. fM ff 

jiwg. Some light-foote friend, port to the Duke of Norm, 

RatclifFc thy felfc, or Catesby, where is he? 

Cat. Heeremy Lord. 

Kin Flie to the Duke : port thou to Salisbury, 
jf'hen thou comeft there : dull vhmindfull villaine 

Mftnyftandft thou ftill, and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Fitft mightie fousraigne,Ict me know yourminde,. 

What from your grace I (hall dcliuer him. 

Kin?. O true,goodCatesbie,bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make,. 

Kin, why what wouldft fhou do there before I go i 
< K } 
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k ire x iu gcdle. 

Rat, Your Highnefle told mel fhouid pod before^ 

My minde is changd fir,my mmdeis changd, 

Hotv now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Rlar, None good my Lord, to plcafc you with the hearing 
Nor none fo bad but it may well be told. 

K«rg, Hoiday,a riddle, -neither good nor bad; 

VVhy dooft thou ruune Co many mileabout, 

When thou miyBtell thy uiea neerer way, 

Once morcwharnew.es? 

Dar, RiehjW^Bd is on the-fcas- 

King. Thttmct him Ii ike, and be the Yeas on him, 

White iitierd run nagat e,wl.at doth he there? 

Da y . I know not mighty Ibyraigne but by guelfe. 

King. Well fir, as you gu. lle^as you guelfc. 

Da Sturd vp by Dorter, Buckingham and Elic- 
Hc makes for England-, there to claime the crowne. 

King. Is the Chayre empne?f s the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpoiTeft? 

What heirc ofYorke is there aline but we? 

And who is England? king,but, great Yorkes heirc? 

Then tell me what doth he vpon the tea? 

Bar. Vnlelfefor that my licg*-, 1 cannot guefle. 

King. Vnlclle forthat , he comes, to be your liege, 

You cannot gue tfc,w herefors tbeW e Icbmas comes, 

Thou wilt reuoult,and flie to him /feare. 

Bar. No mightiehegc, therefore miftruft me not. 

King. Where is thy power then to heate him backe? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they nor now vpon the Wefternefbore, 

Safe conducing the r ebels from their (hippes. 

Bar. No my good Lord , my friendr are in the.North. 
King. Gold friends to Richard s what do they in the North? 
Whcifrhey Ibouid icrue, their foucraigne in the Weft. 

Bar. Thev haue not bin commanded mightic foucraigne 
Pleafeityour Maiefti’c to'giur nvr leaue, 

He uvufter vp my friendsand meete your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie (ball pleafe. 

King. /, I, thou would ft be gone to ioine with Richmond, 
/ w jH ‘-.eg truft you Sir. 

->. : oft mightie foueraigne, 



of Richard the third. 

You hauc no caufe to hold my friendihip doubtfuil, 

I neuer was nor ne'ucr will be falfe. 

Kin, Well, go muftcr men : tun hearc you, leaue behinde 
Your fomie George Sranlieftookeyourfaithbc firmes 
Qr eife,hi3 heads allurance is but'traile. 

Bar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. Exit.Bar . 
Enter 4 Mcjf&ger. 

Mef My Gracious (oueTaigiie,nowinDeuonftjire, 

As I by friends am well adueroied, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughticPrelafe, 

Biflrop of Exeter, hjs brother there, ** 

With many mo eon federates, arc in armes. 

Enter a* cthe y Me/feriger. 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfordsarc in armes, 

And cuery houre more competitors 

Flocke to their aydc,and ftill their power increafeth, 

Erter another AleJJenger, 

Mef, My Lord,thcarmieofche Duke of Buckingham. 

Hi firikgtb hint. 

King. Out on you owles,nothi»g but fonges of death. 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Me/. Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good. 

My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of 8iickinghamsarmie isdifperft and feattered, 
And he himfelfc fl:d no man knowes w hither. 

Kin*. O I cry you mercie,l did miftake, 

Ratcbffe reward him for the blow I gauc him : 

Hath any wciladuifed friend giuen our, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

En>cr another Me (fencer. 

Mef SirThoroas’Loudl and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 
TheBrittaineNauic is d.fpct ft, Richmond in Dorlhirc 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the ihore, 

If they were hisafliftantsyca.or no : 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham, 

V pon his partis : he miftruft ing them, 

Lloift fade, and made away for Brittaine. 
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TheTragedie 

*%. March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes, 

If not to fight with forratgne enemies, 

Y et to bcate downe thefc rebekhere at home, 

' Jfcntcr Catesby. 

My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Thais the be ft n ewes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Fi with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings,yct they muft be tofdj, 

IGr, 7 Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 

A royall battel! might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Ent e Darbte,Sir Cbrtfiopber. 

Dar. Sir Ghriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 

That in the ftie ofthis mo ft bloudie bore. 

My fonne George Stanley is frauckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt,off goes yong Georges head, 

The f care of that, withholds my prefent aide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Cbrift. At Pernbrooke,orat HerforJ-weit in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name relbrtto him ? 

S. Cbrifi, Syr Walter Herbert, a rehowmeJfou'dier, 

Syr Gilbet Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

. Oxford, redoubted Pembrookedir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moc of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courfc, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

"• D :r. Returnc vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 

Tell him, the Qjjeenc hath bar tdy confented. 
l ie Ifiall elpowle Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefc Letters will refoluc him of my mindc, 

Fare well. ' Exeunt, 

En'er Buckingham to execution. 

B't(. WillnotKing Richard letmefpeakewithhim? 

Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. H .flings, and Edwards c h i Id rc n , R i u ers , G ra y , 

Holy King Het?ry,and ehy faircfomic Edward, 
Vaiigharrijandailthathauemifcarried, 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowleiniuftice, aJ 
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ofRi chard the third. 

jf that your mpodic difeontented foulcs, 

D a through the cioudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge,mcekc my dcfUucftion.- 
This is Allfoules day fcllowes,is it not? 

Rat, 7t is at? Lord. ' P 

Buc. pv ny then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomsday: 
Tms is the dav, that in king Edwards time 
l w i frit mighcfall on me, wl ten / was found 
Falfe to his childreiyor his v/mes allies : 

This isthc day wherein /wilbt t© fall, 

By the falfe faith of him 1 trufled nsoft : 

ThiSjjthis Allfoules day, to my fearefullfoule, 

Is the determined refpit of my wrongs: 

That high all-feer that /dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained praier on sv.y head, 

And giuen in carncft what l begd in icaft. 

Thusdocth he force thel ffwi’d of widked men 
To tunic f hcifpoin ts.cn their maifters bofoaic: 

Nmv Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 
w-'hen lie guoth^fhe.flial Uplift by heart with furrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prof.hcteiTe. 

Come firs, conuey me tb the blockc of fliame, 

Wrong hath but wrong .and blame the dew of blame. 
Enter Richmond with drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fell owe marines, and my mod louing friends, 
Bruild vnderneath the yoake oftyrannie,. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the iand, 

Haue we marchton without impediment: 

And here rccciuc we from cur Father Stanley, 

Lines of faiic comfort, an, u encouragement, 

Tne wretched, bloudie, and vfurping bore, 

That f poild your fonmn r- fidd,a rd friritlull vines, 

Sivilsyour warmeblood like wash, and makes his troug i 

Jw your inboweld .bf>fo"rftcs,this took fwine 
Lies noweuen in the center of this /1c, 

N rare to the to.wpc of Lcyceftcr as v. c .eafnc . 

From Tamworth thither, is but- one dates march, 

/n Gods naaiechcare ort, courageous friends. 

To i cape the harueft ofpcrpetuail peace. 

^ * - 'L > ' ' 
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By eh is one bloudie trial of Iharpe warre. 

* Lor. Euery mans confciencc is a thoufand fwords 
To fight again!} that bloudie homicide. 

2 'Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

}\ Lor. He hath no friends , but who arc friends for fcare. 
Which inhisgreateft need will fhnn^e from him. 

Rich. All ! for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T'rue hope isfwift,and flics with Aval lowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K R i chard , tV ot ff.R at c/iffe, Catesby , with other s. 

King. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworrli field, 
Why how now Catcsby, why lookcft thou fo fad? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my 1 ookes. 

King NorfFo!ke,con.e hither: 

Norffo!ke,cve mull haue knockcs,ha,mu(l we not? 

Nor. W e mull both giueand t ike, my gracious Lord, 

King. V p with my tent there, here will 1 |y C to night, 

But where to morrowfweffall is one for that; 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe.? 

Nor. Sixe or feuen thoufand is their greatefi number. 

King. Why our battalion trcbels that account, 

Befidesjthe kings name isa tower of (Length, * 

Which they vpon the aduerfc partie want : 

Fpwith my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field. 

Call for fome men of found direction, 

Lets want no difeipli»e,make no delay, 

For Lords, to mo rrow is a bufie day. Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Loras. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden leate, 

And by thebright tracke of his ficric Carre, 

Glues flgnall ofa goodly day to morrow • 

fThcrc is fir liana Brandon, bTflrall bearemy ftanderd, 

The Earle of Pembrookekcepeius regiment. 

Good captaine Blunt, bearemy good night to him, 

And by tbefecond houre in the morning, 

Dclirc the Earle to fee me in my*tent, 

Y et one t hing more, good £lunt before thou goeff- 
Where is Lord, Stanly cjuarterd,doefl thou know ? 

Blunt. p \ files I hauc miilane his colours much, 

1K7k.--.l- 
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Richard the third. 



Which well 1 am allur'd l haue not done 
His regiment I let haifeamileatleall, 

South from the mightie power of the king. 

Rich. If without peril! it be poflible, 

Good captame Blunt bearc my good night to him, 

And giue him from me, this moll needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Fjpon my life my Lord, He vndertake it. 

Rich . Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue mefotnc hike and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modleofourbatteli, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, ^ 

^nd part in lu£l propoition our fmall ftrengtn : 
Conae,letvscon!ultvpon to morrowes bufinellc, 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 

Enter K- Richa^NorfRatcliffe^atesby 
Kino. What is a clocke.? 

Cat. It is fix of the clocke, full fupper t.me, 

King. I will not fup to night,giue me fomc/nke& paper. 
What , is my beucrealier then it was l 

^fnd all my armor laid into my tent. r 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readineile, 

Kino Good Ncrffblke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Vk carefull watch, chule truftie Ccntinell. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. a 

Ktng. Stur with the Lar^e to morrow gentle Norfrol^e. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 



Kinr. Catesbic. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Kino. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanelys regiment, bulhim bring his P < j >vvcr 
Before Sun rifing,leall hisfonnc George fall 
Into the blinde caue of cternall night. 

Fill me a bowlc of .vine, giue me a wa cr, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field tomorrow, 

Lco^e that rnyftaucs be found and net too hcauy 

K%... s/J&« the melancholy L. Nor.humberland i 

iJ Thomas the Earlcof Surrey ar.dn.mreire. 

Much about Coc^lvut timc,h<?m totrougc 
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Went through the armie chcaring vp the fouldiers. 

Kwg. So / am fatisfied-giuemea bowleofwinc, 

I nauc nor that alacritie of [pint, 

Nor chearcof mindetbat I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe, Is Inke and pap; r res die ? 

Rat. h is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard wafchjeaue me, 

RatchH-eabgut the mid oTnight conic to my tent 

AnJ t*l,K ,o affile me: leaucmc /fay. Exit 

■f c 7 ^ &?vy to Richmond in his text. 

D.ir^ Fortune and vi<Hkojic fit on thy hclmc 
%;cb All comfort that the darke night can affoord 
Be to thy peifon, noble father in lawef * 

tell me how fates our noble mother/ 1 
Dar. I by attorney bielfc thee from thyjjidther, 

Vv ho prates continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that.-thetilem hourcs ftealeon, 

Ana hikiedarkneftcftireakcs within the Eaft, 

In bride, for fo the leafon bids vs be: 

I rcparc thy batteli estly its the morning, 

And put thy fortune tothearbritremenc 
Of bloudieftrokes-aud mortal! fearing warre, 

I as / may, that which I would 1 cannot, 

^ith bdlaJuantage will decciuethc time? 

Aad aiuv tnce in this doubtfuil Ihocke of armest 
But on thy fide /may not be too forward, 

Left being fcenc,thy brother render George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Fare well, the leifure and the fearefulf time, 

Cuts of] checeremonious vowes of loue, 

A id ample enrerehauge of’fweet difeourfe. 

Which fo long fundcred friends firould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs iedure for thefe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant andfpeed wcelf. 

Rich. Good Lords conducft him to his regiment; 

, c ;f lu e tr °ub!ed thoughts to takca nap, 

, p ca ‘- c;i number pcife me downe tomorrow, 

When /fhp^ld mount with wings of vieftory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. 

' tnou '•vn.ofe capcsific / account my feffe, 



Exeunt. 
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ofRichajd the third. 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrat u , 

Thar they may crulh downe with a hcauiefall, 

Thevfurping helmet of our aduerfarics, 

Make vs thy miniftets of chaftilcment, 

That we may praifethecin thy vidorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchful! foule, 

Eere 1 let fall the windoacsof minecyes, 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill. 

Eater rk: qkoft of prince EA.fomie to Henry the fix t. 

Ghoft to IC.Rt.' Let me lit lieauic on thy foule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou fhbft me in my prime ofyouth, 
AtTeukesbury : difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. Be chccrefull Richmond, for the wronged foulcs 
Of butchred Prmccs fight in thy bebalfc, 

King Henries ilTue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ybrft of Henry the fixt, 

Gho.to K- Rt. when I wasViortall.my annotated body, 

By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke pn the Tower, and me: difpaire and die. 

Harrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Vcrtucus and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harric that prophclied rheu fliouldeft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy flcepe,liueand flounfh. 

Enter the Gbeft of Clarence. 

Gkoft. Let me fit hcauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was walht to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death 
To morrow in the battcil thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelclfe fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou offf pring of'thc houfc of Lancafter, 

The wronged he ires ofYorke do pray for thee, 

Good Angels guard thv battel 1,1 lue and flottrifh. 

Enter the Gho(l of Ritters. Gray, Vaughan. 

Riu Let me fit lieauic on thy fouleto morrow, 

Riucrs that died at Pomf retjdifpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 

Van<>h. Thinke vpon Vaughans, and with guiltic fcarc 
Let fall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 

L } Al 
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\^1 f f° Awa ^ c and thinke our wrongs in Ri, bofome 

Will conquerhim,awakcandwinthe«Jav. * 

Enter the Ghofiof L Tfiftivg/. 

Gho. Bloody and guiltie,gU'jtily awakcj 
And in a bloody battcll end thy daves. 

Thinke or: Lord Bailings, difpaire and die. 

To Rt. Quicr vn troubled foulc,a\vake,awajcr, 
Arme,fightand conquer forfaire England? lake. 

Enter the Gh'fts ofthetveoyong Princes, 

Gho. to K.R. Dreameon thy coir ins finoothred in the 
Let vs be laid withinrhy bofome Richard, (Tower 

And weigh thee downe to riiine, fhame and death * 

Thy Nephcwesfbules bid thee dilpaircand die. * 

ToR#. Sleepe Richmond fleepe,in peace,and wake inioy 
Good Angels guard thee From the Boares annoy, * 

Li ue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwardsvnhappic Tonnes do bid thee flourifli. 

Enter theGhofi of £fueene Annebiswife. 

Richard, thy \vife,that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neuerflepta quiet hourc with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgele(Tcfword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,fieepe thou a quiet ficepc, 
Dreamc offuccelTcand happy vidorie, 

Thy adueriaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter t he Ghojt of Buckingham, 

The firfi was /that hdpt thee to the Crownc, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

0. 1n the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinelle: 

Dreameon, dreamc on,ofbloody dccdsanddeath, 

Fainting difpaire,diipairingyecld thy breath. 

To Ri. 1 dyed for hopccre I could lend tbeeaid, 
Butchearethy hcarr,and be thou net difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride; 

K. Richardfiartetb out of a dreamt. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds : 

Kane mercic lefu : fofi,I did but drr tie, 

g/eft A . A ■ 
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g omicnararnermra. 

O coward conference, how doeft thou afflift me ? 

The lights burnebl?w,it is not dead midnight: 
Coldfcarefullarops Hands on my trembling flclh, 
What do I fcare my felfc ?tbcrcs none elfc by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is, lam I : 

Is there a murtberer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then Hie, what from my felfc ? great rcafon why, 

Lefi 1 rcuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfc? 

Alacke 1 loue my felfc, wherfore ? for any good 
That! my felfc liauc done vnto ray felfe? 

0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For haiefull deeds committed by my felfe : 
lama viliamc,yet I lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy felfc fpeake well,foole do not flatter, 

My confcicncc hath a thoufand federal! tongues, 

And euery tongue brings in a feucrall tale, 

And cuery tale condemncsmcforavillainc t 
Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murthcr^Ferne murther,in the dyreft degree, 

All feucrall iimies,all vfdc in each degree, 

Throng all to the fearre, crying all, guiltie,guiltic. 

1 fhall difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I dic,no foule flia|l pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould they ? fince that I my felfe, 

Finde in my felfc, no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulesofall that/murthred 
Came all co my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomorroivcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter RauUffc. 

Rat, My Lord. 

King, Zounds, who is 'here ? 

R„A Ra;c!ttfe,my Lord, tis /: the early village cocke 
Hath twife dene faluiation to the morne, 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rarcliifr,! hauc dreamd a fcarcfoil dreamc, 
What chinkit thou,wilI our friends pi Gue all true ? 

Rat. No doubt mv Lord. 

King. O Ratciifte,! f?are,l feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid offhadowes* 
King. By the ApolUc P»ul,flwdowes to night 
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Haue ftrookc more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can the fub fiance of ten thoufand fouldicrs 
Armed in proofe,and led by fin] low Richmond. 

Tis not yet ncare day,come goe with me, 

Vnderour Tents lie pb/cheewefc-dropper, 

To heart? if any nutans to ihrydtefrom me. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie niercv Lords, and watchful! Gentlemen, 
Thatyou bane fane a tarn ie Haggard here. 

Lor. How haue you fkpt my Lord ? 

Rich. Thefweetcft fkefss,arid Hire!} boding drearhes, 
Thateuerentredinadrowik head, 

Haue I finer your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their fouks, whofe bodies Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on vidtoric : 

I promise you, rnyfcuk is very iocund, 

In the remembrance offofairc a dreame. ^ 

How farre into the morning is it Lotds ? 

Lor. Vponthe firoke of fourc. 

'Rich. Wiiy thru tistiree toarme,and giue direction. 
Morethen I haue faiddoumg countrymen, (His O ration to 
The lei fare and iuforcemcnt of the tiaj£» (his (ouldi-.rs. 

Forbids to dweli vpon-yet remember this, 

God,and our good c«ufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged fouks, ^ 

Like high reard bulwarkcs.fiand before our faces, 

Richard except,tiiofe whom we fight againfl, 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow : 

For, what is he they follow ? trulygcnclemen, 

A bioudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in bioud eftabliihed : 

One that made tncanes to come by what hr hath. 

And flaughtered thofethit were the ra canes to ! dpe hirti : 

A bafe foule fi©ne,made precious by thefoile 
O!' England® chaire, where heis fa f fly fet, 

One that hath euer bene Gods encmic : 

Then if you fight again fi ©odsenemie, 

God will i-n iufiicewardyouas his fouldicrs : 

Ifyoudo fiveare topura tyrant Jowne, 

You 
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* of Richard the third, 
ice, the tyrant being fiaine, 

But if I thriue,the gainc of my attemp , 

The lca(l.of ,ou Ml Me Ally, 

Sound drums and trum P , J lin a vidtorie. 

God,and Saint George, Richm , 

* Enter Ks»g Richniond ? 

K . r^hatfaid Northumberland as touc g 

fiarfrhat he was neuer «ai wd vp m arm ^ ^ 

King. He was in the right, an o 

b,.ud cheEail «"Jo-*goc. 

A blackc day will it be to feme bodie Rat. 

Notlhine today :why, 'y ? ^ t h c fclfefamc heauen 
Morethen to [^“ on hlR1 . 

That frownes on me look f ^ 
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Ar.d thus my baftel/Hiali be ordered. 

My ^reward lliall be drawne in length 
Confiftmg equally of horfe and foote, ’ 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the midd 
/ohnDu^otNortFolke^homas Earle ofSurrey 
all haue the leading cf the foote and horfe 7 
rhey thus direded, weivilffellow ’ 

ShIl!h?'T bSttd, f h f C P l, i fiance on either fide 
Thi ?' WIn g^d with our chiefed horfe: 

f ° bo ? c ’ what thi »kcd thou Nor 

M°r. A gooddircdion warlike foueraigne « ru *, 

This found I on my tent rhis morning. 4 ’ 

locltev of t V otffolke be net (o bo/d, ^ ^ <r ' 

Tor Btckon thy matfter it bought and fold. 

King, A thing deuifed by the encmie, 
oe Gentelemen cucry man vnto his charge, 

CuS” “'*fr o affright ourfoulcs, 

Ic cnee is a woid that cowards vfe, 

Dcuildcas fi.rd to ^eepe the drong in awe, 

MaJchn nl bC °, Ur f ^-"/wrdww la we 

larchonioyne braucIy,| f cvs*ooit pell mclj. 

Wba n° h 7 f Cn,thCn l I and t i ; 1 hand to hdl * /Kr Oration to 

tfiiall [ faymorethcnlhaueinferd* bis Armie 

R '-member whom you arc to cope withal!, 

,r' n of vagabonds , rafcols and runawaies, 

W l Urn ^ Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom their orccloycd country vomits forth 

y° ^rpcrateaduenrures&airur'd deflrudhon, 

i ou Beeping afe, rhey bring you to vnred: 

You bau.ng ; lands, fcblcft with beauteous. wines, 

i ncy would rehrame the onc } didainc the other, 

And who doth load them but a palfrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers cod, 

I milkefopt ,one thatneucr in his life 

Felt to much cold as oner fhooes in fnow : 

Lets tv Lit p tbefe draglersore the fcas againc, 

La.li hence rhefeouerweening rags ofFrancc* 

The;e ramidit beggers weary of their hues, 

Who bur for dreaming on this fond exploy t, 

A>r want of meansppore rats had hangd themfclues 
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of Richard the third . 

Ifvvebe conquered, let men conquere vs, j • 

And not thele balhrd Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in theirowne land beaten, bobd andthumpt, * 

And on record left them the heires oflhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lye with our wiues ? 

Rauifii our daughters, harke I hearc their drum, 

Right Gentlemen of England, figh t boldly ycotneB, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to the head, 

Spur your proud horfcshard,andridein bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken daues, 
ff'b at faics Lord Stanley, will he bring his power > 

Mef. My Lord, he doth denie to come* 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the encmie is pad the marlh, 

After the battaile, let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 

Aduance our dandards,la vpon ourfoes, 

Our auncient word of courage fairc Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleenc of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them,vidloric fits on our hclpcs. 

A!ar urn, excurfions, Enter Cat esbie. . \ 

Qo.t. Rcfcew my Lord of Norfolke,refcew,rcfcew 
The King cnadis more wonders then a man, 

Dating an oppofitetoeuery danger, 

His hoi Ic is (Line, and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

R-feewYaire Lord, or elfe the day is led. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfe, a horfe, my kingdomc for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, ile helpeyou toahorle. 

Kin. Slauc l haue fet my life vpon a call 
And 1 will dand the hazard ofthe dye, 

I thinkc there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiuc haue I flaine to day, in dead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdomc for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Rtchmondjbey fight, Richard u flame , 
thenretraitbeingfounded. Enter Richmond, Darby bearing the ' 

crovtne, with other Lords, _ . c . , 

Ri. God and your armes be praifed victorious friends, 

Thcday isours,theb!oudiedog isdcad. 

Bar, Couragious Richmond,\vclhalt thou acquit thee, ^ ^ 

1-^ VH-e-^ Uriel i n record-- ^ V'tgjy.t, (reii — — - [toltL yee In c;, 
2 0 oitr |a« 1 f-rt e S> . 








The Tragedfc 

Lot here this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bioodie wretch, 

Haue I plucjfit off to grace thy orowes wiehall, 

Weare it,aud make ftuieh of it, 

Rick Qreat Ood of heaueti (ay Amen to afl. 

But tell me, is young -George Stanley iiuim* ? 

®* r ' Me is my Lord. and (ate in Letter Towne, 
"hither ifit pleafeyou^we may now withdraw vs. 

Rich, W hat men of name arc (Line oil either fide? 

/ ahn Duke ofNorfelk<,tr«ter Lord fork fir Rob- ri 
Brokcnbar ? ,cFfir (V tiitaftt Brandon. 

Rtcb. Enter their bodies^* become their births/ 
Proclaime a pardon tot he fouidiers fled, 

That in fubmiffion will returnetovs, 

And then as we hauctane the Sacrament* 

We will vnite the white rofc and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this fa ire cooiundkion, 

That long bane frownd vpon their enmitie, 
Whattraitor hearcs mc,andfayc$ not Amen f 
England hath long bene maddc,and fcard her (elfe, 

1 he brother blindly flied the brothers blood, 

The father rafhly Slaughtered his ownefonne, 

The tonne eompeld,bene batcher to the fire, 

All thisdiuided Yorkeand Lancaftcr, 

Diuided in their dirediuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The truefuccceders ofeach royall houfe, 

By Gods fat re ordinance conioynetogethef, 

And let thy ficires (God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fafte peace, 
fFith finding p!entie,and faire profperous dayes. 

Abate the edgeof rraitors^graciotisfLord, 

That would reduce theic bloudic daicjagainc, 

And make poore England weepe in ttrearaes of bloud, 
Lett hem not liue to fade this lands cncreafe, # 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
hjlow ciudl w ©unds arc ttopt, peace lines againe, 

That (he may long Hue heare,God fay Amen. 
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